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A rousing long complete school story featuring JIMMY
the fighting chums of Rookwood.

TJhe FISTICAL FOUR/

57 Owen ConquesT

SILVER and Co.,

CHAPTER 1.
Jimmy Siiver's Promise!

T wasn't Jimmy Silver’s fault.

I Neither was it Tommy Dodd’s.
Ii just happened.

When Jimmy Silver, captain of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood, sat on the
gate of the Head’s garden he was think-
ing out the footer team for the forth-
coming match with Bagshot. Nothing
was further from his mind than a

“scrap.”

And when Tommy Dodd, of the
Modern Side, came sauntering along
with his hands in his pockets he was
thinking out a financial problem which
would have puzzled the Chancellor of
the Exchequer—how to supply a study
tea for three with the sum of three-
pence-halfpenny !

But Classicals and Moderns seldom
met at Rookwood without mutual ch:p‘

ping. Tommy Dedd, as he caught sight
of Jimmy Silver sxt‘»ing on the gate, re-
marked cheerily
Hallo, Classical ass!”

To which Jimmy Silver remined.

‘“Hallo, Modern worm!”

1t was then that it occurred to Tommy
Dodd how extremely comic it would be
to tilt. up Jimmy Silver’s feet and drop
him over the gate into the Head’s
garden. That sacred garden being
taboo to juniors added to the joke.
Tommy Dodd, without wasting time,
procecded to carry out that excellent
idea. He jumped forward and seized
Jimmy Silver’s ankles-and lifted them.

“Over you go!” said Tommy Dodd.

But Jimmy Silver did not go over so
easily as the Modern junior anticipated.
His feet were in the air in the grasp of
Tommy Dodd, so he could not jump

down. But instead of going over back-

(All rights reservod, and rep
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wards, he hurled himself forward, ,as
if he were trying to shut himself up like
a pocket-knife,

His weight being thus thrown on
Tommy Dodd, that cheery youth went
staggering hack, i Silver
sprawled over him and brought him to
the ground.

“Yow-ow-ow!” roared Dodd.

“ Gerooh!” gasped Jimmy.

“You fathead! Il wallop you!”

“You Modern duffer! I'll dust up the
quad with you!”

“Yow! Take that!” %

“Oh! Ah! Take that!” .
with vigour, the two juniors rolling over
one ancther on the ground, punching
and pommelling, with grievous damage
te their Etons and collars,

It was then that Miss Dolly, the head-
master’s daughter, looked over the gate
from the garden.

Miss Dolly ejaculated :

“Goodness gracious!”

‘“Yah! You rotter!”

“¥Yah! You Classical chump!”

Punch, punch! Pommel, pommel!
Thump, thump!

“Oh dear!” exclaimed Miss Dolly.
“‘Oh, you bad boys!”

The juniors heard her shocked and
startled voice then, and they let go one
another as suddenly as if both had
become red-hot.

They sat up and blinked.

Tommy Dodd, with great presence of
mind, executed a strategic retreat. He
was up with a bound, and behind the
beeches with another bound, devoutly
hoping that Miss Dolly hadn't recog-
hised him. For though it was according
to all the rules—of the Fourth Form, at

to punch some of the cheek out
of a Classi_cal bounder, Miss Dolly, being
2 girl, might have looked upon him
merely as a quarrelsome fellow with a
taste for fighting. Which would really
have been very unjust.

But Jimmy Silver’s retreat was not so
brompt, He was dabbing at his nose,

That was how it began. It continued.

FOUR!

from which a crimson stream was Now-
ing. His nose occupied him too long for
him to think of escaping unrecognised.

*‘Jimmy Silver!” said Miss Doily, in
a tone of great scverity.

Jimmy Silver blinked guiltily at Miss
Dolly. His whole face became as crim-
son as his nose.. He felt, like Tommy
Dodd, that Miss Dolly wouldn’t under-
stand, being a girl. There was no harm
whatever in knocking some of the check
out of a Modern duffer, but Miss Dolly
might very probably regard him as a
regular hooligan.

! Ye-e-es?” he stammered.

“You were fighting.”

“Not exactly fighting,” said Jimmy
Silver cautiously.

“Then what were you doing?”

“Well, I—I—

“Iam ashamed of you!”~

Miss Dolly was really several months
younger than Jimmy Silver, but she
might have been twenty years older
from the severity of her manner.

Jimmy grinneq a little.

“I'm sorry!” he murmured meekly.
“I—I didn’t know you were in the
garden, Miss Dolly.”

““You are always fighting!” said the
headmaster’s daughter severely. *Yes-
terday you punched Smythe of the
Shell.”

“Well, Smythe’s rather a beast!”
urged Jimmy.

Jimmy had punched Adolphus
Smythe for glving a cigarette to a chap
in Jimmy’s own Form, but he did not
feel that he could explain that to Miss
Dolly. -

“And the day before yesterday you
were fighting with Cook.”

‘“Well, Cook’s only a Modern worm!”
pleaded Jimmy. “We—we have to keep
those Modern chaps rather in order, you
know.” .

“And the other day you were sitting
on Townsend. I saw you,” said Misg
“You were rubbing his nose In
the grass, Townsend isnt a Modern.”

“He wouldn’t come down to footer
bractice,” said Jimmy defensively.
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“I'm captain of the Fourth, you know.
I can’t allow slacking.”

“And one day you were fighting with
Flynn. Tlynn isn't a Modern or a
slacker.”

Jimmy Silver made an effort of
memory, trying to recall why he had
been scrapping with Flynn of the

urth. He was generally on the best
of terms with Flyni

shan’t spna‘( to you any more,”
announced Miss D

Jimmy Silver looked dismayed.

“I—— Oh, I say—" he murmured
feebly.

“Not unless you make me a promise,”
sald Miss Dolly, relenting a little as she
saw the effect of her crushing sentence.

“Anything you like, Miss Dolly,” said
Jimmy Silver eagerly. Jimmy was
rather a favourite with the autocratic
Miss Dolly, and he did not wish to for-
feit that proud position. “I—T'll do
anything! I—I say, would you like a
white rabbit?”

“No, I wouldn’t!” said Miss Dolly.

“On!” said Jimmy, crushed again.

“But I will let you make me a pro-
mise,” said the girl generously.

“ Anything you like!”

“That you will not ﬁghb anybody
agam for a whole week.

"Look at your nose!” said Miss Dolly
scornfully.

Jimmy Silver tried to look at his nose,
very nearly becoming cross-eyed in the

“I was going to ask you to come and
carry my parcels this afternoon,” pur-
sued Miss Dolly. “But I couldn’t be
seen with a nose like that!”

“But—but your nose isn’t like that.,”

“I am-speaking of your nose,” said
Miss Dolly, frowning, suspecting Jimmy
Silver of an attempt at humour. “You
had better go away and bathe it. I am
ashamed of y

But—"

“Oh, go away

“But I'll prom‘se 17 said Jimmy Silver
reckiessly.  “I—I won't fight anybody
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for a whole week!
happens! There!”

Miss Dolly melted again.

‘ Honour bright?” she asked.

“Honour bright!” said Jimmy Silver
solemnly.

“Then I will forgive you,” said Miss
Doily considerately. ‘“Now you can go
and bathe your nose.”

Miss Delly flitted away, and Jimmy
Silver took her excellent advice, and
went to bathe his nose. His nose was
somewhat painful, and it worried him.
But it did not worry him so much, upon
reflection, as the promise he had made
to the headmaster’s daughter.

Miss Dolly took a feminine vlew of
matters. She did not understand the
Fourth, and she was far from compre-
hending the necessity the Classical
juniors were under of keeping the
Modern bounders in their place. Jimmy
Silver, as he bathed his nose, realised
that he had let himself in for a very
serious undertaking,

How on earth was that promise to be
kept, considering—well, considering *
everything?

But Jimmy Silver was a slave to his
word.

The promise had to be kept.

But the captain of the Fourlh Form
at Rookwood looked forward, with deep
doubt and misgiving, to the week ahead.

3

There! Whatever

CHAPTER 2.
The End Study is Surprised!
OVELL and Raby and Newcome
L stared at Jimmy Silver, when he
came into the end study to tea.
Jimmy Silver’s nose was usually a
good-looking nose.
departed now, It was swollen in shape
and crimsen in hue.
“Where on earth did you pick up thab
danger-signal?” asked Lovell.
“Serapping with a Modem worm,”
growled Jimmy Silver, “Does it show
imuch?”

Its good looks had .
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“Well, 1t could be seen about a mile
off on & dan{ mghb I should say.”

“Oh, rats!”
“Never mind, 1( you licked the
Modern,” said Raby . comfortingly.

‘““We've been \vamng tea for you. Pile
in, old scout!”
“And we've got a scheme,” said New-
come, as Jimmy Silver sat down to tea.

Jimmy looked apprehensive.

‘That afternoon it had been agreed in
the end study that the Moderns were
getting their backs up in a way that
couldn't possibly be allowed to centinue.
The time had plainly come for Tommy
Dodd & Co. to be squashed. Jimmy
Silver had concurred heartily.

Now there was a change. Apparently
his promise to Miss Dol!y was to be put
to the test immediately.

“‘We've been jawmg it over, while
you've been collecting that nose,” said
Lovell. “It’s a ripping wheeze!”

“Up against the Moderns, you know,”
said Newcome.

‘“We're going to give them the real
kybosh this time,” said Lovell em-
phatically. “Knock them right out of
time, you know.”

Jimmy Silver wriggled uneasily in his
chair.

‘‘I—I say——"" he remarked haltingly.
“Perhaps we've been a bit too much
c.owbr_x:h on the Moderns.”

“On the whole, these scraps are a
little—a little overdone. Suppose we
try to keep at peace wnth the Modern
warms for a bit—say a week.”

“Off your racker°” asked Raby
nolitely.

“You see, we—if—that is, I mean that
2 girl would naturally be shocked by
sceing fellows with swollen noses—""

“Well, we're not going to show our
noses to g girl, after licking the
Moderns, are we?" asked Lovell, in utter
amazement,

Nunno! But—-"
“If you're being funny, Jimmy, chuck
it, old chap. Now, my idea is this—it

looks like  more snow, and we're going

to have a regular snow battle with the
Moderns, and wipe ’em off the earth.
Isn't that a good wheeze?”

L Well, in a way. But—"

“But what?”

“It might lead to scrapping.”

“Might!” grinned Raby. “Jolly sure
to, I should think.”
““Well, therc you are, you see,” said

Jimmy Silver.

“I don't quite see,” said Lovell
“Why shouldn't we scrap with the
Moderns? We always dol”

“Yes; but—-

i Has the Head been down on you?”

“The Head? No; but—-"

“But, what, fathead?”

“Nothing! Pass the cake!”

Jimmy Silver tucked into the cake,
feeling decidedly uncomfortable, He
felt that he could not confide to the
end study the circumstances of his pro-
mise to Miss Dolly, He shrank from the
general chortle which would have fol-
lowed, and from having the matter be-
come a standing joke in the Fourth
Form.

But, without explaining, it was a little
difficult to justify his remarkable new
attitude to his chums.

“¥You can send a challenge to Tommy
Dodd,” resumed Lovell, after a curious
stare at his study-leader. ‘“If there’s
snow to-morrow, footer is off, and that
will be a good chance for the snow-fight
—see? We'll make the Moderns own up
gxat we're top side of Rookwood this

me."”

““Next week——" began Jimmy.

“Bother next week. There won't be
any snow next week.”

“The fact Is—"

“well?”

‘““The—the fact is, I—I think it would

lead to scrapping with the Modern
chaps,” said Jimmy lamely.

“I know it wauld Don' you want to
scrap with t-h
- “Nunno!”

“Why net?” demanded Lf)vell ang
Raby and Newcome in che
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“Because— O, because, you know,
[—1 think perhaps it would be better to
—to live in peace, like—like lambs, you
know—-

“Lambs!” sald Lovell, dazedly.

“Yes, #ke—like lambs, and—and
treat the Moderns politely, and—and
be very orderly and—and peaceful.”

“Peaceful! Us!”

“Do tho fellows call us the Fistical
four because “ere peaceful?” de-
manded Raby.

“They’ll cau us the Funky Four if we
follow Jimmy’s fatheaded advice!”
growled Lovell. “Are you off your
rocker, Jimmy?”

“N-n-no!”

“Then what’s the matter with you?”

“Something’ll be the matter with you
soon if you give us any more of that
piffie,” said Lovell darkly. “I'm fed up,
for one. You're asking for a stLdy lick-
ing. Now, are you going to Wn e that
Chaueme to Tommy Dodd'

“Can’t be

“You won't?” maud Lovell,

“No!”

“Then T jolly well willl”

“You joliy well won't!” said Jimmy
Silver warmly. “Who's leader of this
study?”

“Bow-wow!”

‘““Look here, Lovell—"

“If you are beginning to funk the
Moderns you wen't be study-leader
long,” said Lovell. “I'm sending that
challenge at once!”

“You won't!”

“I willl” roared Lovell.

It was mutiny in the end study.
Jimmy Silver jumped up, and Lovell
jumped up. Edward Arthur Lovell was
very red and wrathful. He could not
understand his chum in the least.
Jimmy Silver 'was not quarrelsome,
certainly; but he was by no means that
most peculiar of all animals—a paci
As a rule, he was well to the fore
every raid and rag on the Moderns; it
was really his keen enterprise in that
direction which had caused him to be-
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come leader and chief of the Classical
juniors. His inexpllcable backwardness
nOW was exaspera

Lovell shoved the cea-thmﬂs aside,
and dragged a sheet of impot paper to-
wards him, and jabbed his pen into the
ink.

“Go it!” said Raby

Junmy Silver jerked the impot paper
aw

& Chuck it!” he said.

“Do you want a thick ear, Jimmy
Silver?”. bellowed Lovell.

“Go and eat coke!”

“Oh, bump him!” sald Nev,come
“This must be one of his awfully deej
jokes; and he wants a bumping!”

“Hear, hear!”

The Co. were puzzled, perplexed, and
exasperated, Bumping Jimmy Silver
seemed the easiest way of solving the
difficulty.

The three juniors closed in on him,
and Jimmy promptly put up his hn‘Ads

“Chuck it, you silly asses—""

“Collar him!” shouted Lovell.

‘Three pairs of hands were laid on
Jimmy Silver.

The captain of the Fourth struggled
furiously, and_the three juniors fairly
waltzed round him, A drive on the
chest made Lovell sit on the hearthrug
with a bump.

‘Then, all of a sudden, Jimmy Silver's
struggles ceased. He stood unresisting
in the grasp of the Co. He hag re-
membered!

Honour bright!

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Jimmy. *

“Bump him!” roared Lovell, scram-
bling up.

Bump, bump, bump!

Three times Jimmy Silver descended
forcibly on the hearthrug. He yelled at
each concussion. But he did not resist.
In- sheer amazement the Classical
jumors releasﬂd him, leaving him gasp-
ing on the r

“ What's the
shrieked Lovell

“Groooh!"”

“Are you dotty?”

matter With you?”
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“Bow-wow!”
“It must be a jape,” said Raby won-
“Either that, or he’s gone
off his rocker.”

“well, I'm sending that challenge,
anyway,” said Lovell, with a stare at
the gasping Jimmy.

He jabbed a pen into the ink agam,
and started. Jimmy Silver picked him-
self up, and sat down to finish his tea.
Lovell gave him a glare of defiance, but
Jimmy Silver did not interfere again.
He finished his tea quietly and sedately.
His passiveness astounded the Co. What
had come thus over the most warlixe
member of the Fistical Four they could
not understand.

But there it was. After tea Jimmy
Silver quietly left the study. Lovell and
Raby and Newcome blinked at one
encther.

“What's {he matter with him?”
ejeculated Lovell.

Raby shook his head.

“Give it up. We know he ain't a
funk, but he'’s acting just as if he was.”

“ Must dotty!” said Newcome.
“Let’s get that challenge to Tommy
Dodd, anyway. Jimmy will have to join
in the snow-fight.”

And the challenge was duly written
and dispatched by a Second Ferm fag
to the Modern side.

CHAPTER 8.
Belightful for Adolpiusi

MY SILVER walked down the

Fourth Form passage with a
J troubled brow. He was very far
from easy in his mind. But his pain-
ful reflections were driven suddenly
from his mind as he was passing Towns-
end’s study.

‘The study door was closed, but from
within there came, unmistakably, the
scent of tobacco. And Jimmy Silver, as
he stopped, heard the voice of Adolphus
Smythe, the dandy of the Shell, the
great leader of the estimable circle of

merry blades known as tk ida:
Goaty, own as the Giddy

“ Give us a match, Towny.”

Jimmy Silver’s brow grew black.

That therc was a good deal of slack-
ing on the Classical side—much more
than on the Modern side—was a fact
which naturally irritated Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy of the Fourth could not very well
interfere with the Shell, and the Giddy
Goats generally went on their way unre-
garded by him.

But_when Smythe of the Shell led
away Fourth Formers from the straight
and narrow path, Jimmy felt called
upon to chip in.

He was Captain of the Fourth, and
it was up to him. Townsend and Top-
ham, who shared that study, were
slackers of the first water, Jimmy
found it difficult to keep them up to
any king of fcoter practice. Smoking
in the stdy or behind the chapel, hang-
ing round Smythe & Co, and talking
ceegees, that kind of thing was more in
their line. They were satellites of the
great Adolphus, and basked in the sun-
shine of his regard.

The great Adolphus Lad evidently
condescended to feed in Towny’s and
Toppy’s study that afternoon, and he
was fi ng, as usual, with a smoke.

Jimmy Silver turned the handle of
the door and kiciked it open.

There was an exclamation of alarm
in the study.

Townsend jumped up and pitched his
cigarette hastily into the fire; Topham
dropped his undsr the table. Smythe
of the Shell concealed his cigarette In
the hollow of his hand.

But there was no concealing the at-
mosphere of smoke in the study.

“By gad!” gasped Townsend.
“Jimmy Silver, you rotter! —I

thought it was Bootles!”

“I~I thought it was Bulkelcy!” stam-
mered Topham. “What, the thunder
are you shoving into this study for,
Jimmy Silver?” 3
" Smythe of the Shell contented him-
self with a sneer, and with zeplacing his
clgarette in his mouth.

|
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. Jimmy Silver frowned darkly at the
three nuts,

“you sillg young idiots!” he began.
“you two duffers ought to have your
heads knocked together. As for you,
Smythe, I've spoken to you before about
getting Lhaps in my Form to copy your
fool tricks!”

“By gad!” yawned Adolphus over the
cigarette.

Jimmy pointed to the door,

“Get out!” he said.

“«Eh?”

“Clear off!”

“Look here, Jimmy Silver!” roared
Townsend furiously. “We're not stand-
in’ this! Do you think you're goin® to
order a guest out of my study?”

“Yes, rather, when he starts smoking
Suppose it had been Bulkeley
who'd dropped on you?”

“That’s our bizney.”

- “Mine, t00.” said Jimmy Silver cheer-

fully. * “I give you one minute to clear

out, Sm)(hey 1f you don’t go you'll be
ut.

“By gad!”
“C‘ ear off yourself!” shouted Top-
am. “What do you mean by inter-

fe in’ with us, you meddlin’ cad?”

“Are you looking for a thick ear,
Toppy?” asked Jimmy Silver sweetly.
“If you are, you've only to call your
Uncle James names again. Are you
going, Smythe?”

Adolphus Smythe rose to his feet.
His eyes gleamed, and for once he was
tempted to try conclusions with the
captain of the Fourth. He resisted the
temptatmn howevel' Only too well the
elegant de f the Shell knew that
Jl}mny Silver wuuld have made hay of
him in a very few minutes.

He glanced at Townsend and Top-
ham with a speering smile.

“So this is how you allow your guests
to be treated?” he remarked. “You
won't find me in this study again in
a hurry!”

“Don’t go, Smythey!”

“He'll £0, or he'll be chucked!” said
Timmy Silver, “Il's a rule that no
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Shell fellow is allowed to plav the giddy
ox in a Fourth Form study.”

“Who made that rule, you checky
ass?”

“1 did,” sald Jimmy calmly.

“Don’t go, Smythey! There’
of us, and we'll chuck that in!
cad out on his neck.”

Smythe paused.

Three to one was long odds, and
surely it seemed like an excellent 0ppor-
tunity for turning the tables upon
Jimmy Silver.

“Tain’t my bizney,” said Smythe,
“put I'm willin’ to back up you fellows
if Lyou want to kick that meddlin’ cad
out.”

“*Go for him!” shoutcd Topham.
“Collar the cad!”
wth you, dear boys!” said

The threﬂ nuts advanced upen Jimmy
Silver in battle array.

Up went Jimmy's ready fists. He was
not the chief of the Fistical Four for
nothing. He would not have hesitated
a single instant about taking on the
three weedy slackers at once.

Nor was it a very dangerous attack.
The trio had screwed up their courage
to the sticking-point, but they all
seemed to be trying to keep bchind
one another as they advanced upon
Jimmy.

But Jimmy's hands dropped sud-
denly.

Again he had forgotten his promise
to Miss Dolly, and again he had re-
membered it just in time.

With a deeply troubled face, the
captain of the Fourth backed away.

“Hands off, you funky cads!” he
gmwled savau'ely
r him!” chirruped Adolphus
reatly encumaged by this unex-
pected and amaung retreat of ths
warlike Jimm;
Kick him ouL"’ yelled Townsend.

“I—T1l talk to you about this next
week,” said Jimmy Silver, “T'll lick all
Lbzee of you next week!”

“By gad, what a

funk!” said



Smythe, In surprise nnd g:eat delight.
“You sneakin’ cowar

“What!” yelled Jim

«“Sneakin’ coward!"” smd Adolphus.
“you came in here mecddlin’, and
now youre goin’ cut on your neck!
Collar him, decar boys!”

Jimmy Silver backed to the decor, red
with rage. I'he three ‘nuts,  their
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“Haven't you been chucked out of
h:xt S udy”" demanded Oswald.

“ﬁ"? amL you going for the cads?” ‘

“Well, my only hat!” ‘
*‘Howly mother av Moses!” ‘
Jimmy Silver, with a crimson face, |
u-med away. A delighted cackle from
hus Smythe followed him.

now,
leaped upon hl
Jlm'ny smer struggled in thelr

His fist was lashing out, but he
stopped the blow. He was bound in
honour not o fight. It was a terrible
resiriction—a really dismaying situa-
tion. But there it was.

“Out he goes!” chirped Adolphus.

Crash!

Jimmy Silver flew through the door-
way, and bumped down in the passage.

“‘Ow!” he gasped.

A roar of laughter from the

ummphanc nuls followed him. ;
Ha, ha, ha!

“Exit Jimmy Silver!” chortled

Adolphus.

“Don’t you come meddlin’ here

again,” said Townsend, wagging a fore-
finger at him. “ We're not standin’ any
more of your rot, Jimmy Silver!”

Jimmy Silver sat up, crimson and
panting. The crash in the passage had
brought several fellows out of their
studics. They stared at Jimmy Silver,
and at the grinning nuts in the door-
\\1y, hardly able to believe their eyes.
Jimmy Silver had been chucked out of
Townsend’s study, and he was taking it
lying down—literally. It was amazing
—incredible.

Oswald ran to help Jimmy up.

“Go for ‘em, old son!” he said. “T'll
back you up. Lend us a hand, Flynn!
One to one is fair play!”

“Sure, and I'm ready!” said Flynn
pmmptly “Come on, Jimmy!”

Jxm.ny Silver stood and gasped.

Hold on!” he stuttered. *It—it’s all
igh I'm ot going to scrap—not

"The blessed funk! Yah! Sneakin’
coward!”

Jimmy Silver heard the taunt, but he
heeded not. Ie walked down the
passage without a word. There was a
buzz of amazement mingled with con-
Even Leggett, the funk of the
would not have taken that
quietly. But Jimmy Silver had!

“Well, that Deats the band!” said
Jones minor. “What's the matter with
Jimmy Silver? I never thought he was
a fung!”

“He isn't,” said Oswald quickly. .

“Then why doesn't he go for
Smythe?”

“He's afraid to, my infants,” said
Adolphus loftily. Adolphus was as sur-
prised as any of the juniors by Jimmy:
amazing attitude, but he was highly
delighted. *“The fact is, dear boys,
we've all stood too much check from
that kid Silver, and I'm goin’ to see
ahbout keepin’ him in his place after
this. We'll finish that little smoke,

Towny.”
“Yaas, you bet!” said Towny.
‘The thrce “blades” resumcd their
audable occupation, and cigarette-
smoke filled the study again.
time there was no interference from
the captain of the Fourth.

—_—
CHAPTER 4,
The Challenge Accepted!
. GIDDY  challenge!”  said
Tommy Dodd.
“Let's look”  rcmarked

putting down his tea-

Tommy Cook,
cup.
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And Tommy Doyle suspended
operations on a large cake.

The threg Tommies had received the
epistle from the Classical side. It was
\wnttm upon & sheet of impot paper,
in Edward Arthur Lovell's somewhat
sprawling hand. It ran:

“NOTICE TO TOMMY DODD AND
ALL MODERN CADS!

“The Classical side hearby chal-
lenge the Modern worms to a Snow
Pight to-morrow (Wednesday) after-
noon, if there is enouf snow. They pro-
mxsc them a thundering hckmg, and if

hey have the cheak to turn up, they
undertake to lick them to the Wide,
and make them sorry that they came
along.
i (Si‘med) E. A. LoVELL,
“For the Classical Fourth.”

The three Tommies chuckled glee-
fully over the missive.

“That's the kind of syntax you get
ona mou‘dy old CIdSSlCZﬂ S)de, Tommy

Dodd  rem: ody  guess
frlo_lm lh?ls \.hmh 15 they and which is
“them

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if it isn't like one of those
epoch-making speeches by a great
statesman—you have to guess what m
may possibly mean,” remarked T«

‘But, I suppose, being interpreted, lt
means that they’re sending us a chal-
Jenge to a snow-fight, Well, the snow’s
falling already, and therell be plenty
by to-morrow afternoon. There won’t
be any'footer, so we may as well lick
those Classical cads.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Any answer?” asked the Second
Form fag who had brought the note.
He was waitisg.

“Yes, rather,” said Tommy Dodd.
“¥You wait a minute, young Snooks.
Im going to write the answer.”

“Buck up, then,” said young
Bncoks. “Lovell's giving me a jam-
tart for this, Jbut I ain't going to wasta
time over {t!*
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“Dry up, you cheeky little worm!”

Tommy Dodd took & pen and a leaf
from an exercise-book, and, with many
chuckles, indited the following reply :

“TO THE CADS, WORMS,
BOUNDERS, AND FREAKS OF THE
CLASSICAL SIDE.

“Them having reccived the chalienge
of they, they and them will give them
the lickix ng of their lives. The Modern
Side hope that they, them, these, these,
other and \\hich will all turn up.

“(signed) Tormmy Dobp,
For the Modern Side.”

The three Tommies roared over that

excellent reply, and the fag was
despatched with it.
Snooks of the Second returned

whistling to the end study in the rival
camp. The Fistical Four were all there,
beginning their preparation. Snooks
calx;lxe in and pitched the letter on the

5

“Waere's my tart?” he inquired.

“Is that Tommy Dodd’s answer?”
asked Lovell.

“Yes. Whercs my tart?” dsvvmnded
Snooks.  “The Modern
cnck‘mg like anything over y«
Lovell.”

“Oh, were they?” said Lovell wrath-
fully.

‘“Yes: they thought the grammar was
all wrong,” said Snooks cheerfully, as
he took his tart from the study cup-
beard. “I dare say it was. You chaps
in the Fourth don’t know much.”

Snovks of the Second hurriedly re-
tired with his tart after making that
remark. If he had lingered he would
have been in peril of taking a thick
ear back with him to Lhe lair of the
Second.

Jimmy Silver grinned, and Lovell
frowned. He opened the letter, and
stared as he read it.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Lovell,
“Talk about grammar. Lock at
that!”

a

le‘ter.
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The Oln:blcal chums lecked at it, and
burst 1n(o a roar.

hat's (.heir Modern grammar,
give mn Classical,” said Lovell,
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are ycu cackling
duffers?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here—" bawled Lovell,

“I'm afraid he's pulling your leg a
bit!” chuckled Raby. “Never mind;
they accept the challenge, and we're
going to lick them to-morrow!”

“We're jolly well going to lick them,
that’s a cert!” grunted Lovell. “You'd
better pass the word round to the fel-
lows, Jimmy.”

“You'd bettex do that,”

n'g!”
you skxppcr?’

“I leave it to you for to-morrow.”

“Well, that's all right,” agreed
Lovell. '“T dare say I shall handie it
better lhnn you would But you'll have

up.”

at, you

said Jimmy

to_back mq

“Sorry! I—I—I—-"

“I—I—I—" mimicked Lovell. “I
suppose you're not going to funk a
scrap  with  the Moderns, Jimmy
Silver?”

“Blow yom’ butsl

I suppose you
want to stand out of it!”

cxclaimed

‘m_going out on my bike to-

morrow afternoon—-

“On your bike—in six Inches of
snow!” yelled Newcome.

“Anem! Well, no; not on my bike.
I—I'm going for a walk,”

The Fistical Three starcd at their
leadcr dumbfounded.

Ou—you're going out just to get
out of a scrap with the Moderns!”
Lovell managed to articulate ab last.

Jimmy_Silver crimsoned, but he did
not reply.  The thrce  exchanged
ﬂntgﬁes. a!nd wrath mingled with scorn

eir faces. Jimr er
ey my Silver groancd

His fatal promise iay like léad upon
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his heart. He was l'\km" the only pos|
sible course, in the circumstances.
But the chums “crc bound to mis-}
understand.

It was upon his lips to tell thcml
of the promise he had made to Miss|

Dolly. But he did not utter it.
Only too keenly ho rcalised the
ridicule that would follow. For

a
fellow to be tied to a girl's apron-}
strings was too ridiculous; he knew that)
he would never hear the end of it. He
felt that Miss Dolly had been very hardj
on him. But there was no help mr it
now. It was hard, however, {0 “keer

‘miling,” when his chums werc look.
ing at himn as they were looking at hin]
now. _

There was a long silence in the study.
Lovell turned to his preparation againg
without a word. The look on his iacef
was sufficient to express his thoughts,

Raby blinked at Jimmy Silver, ax.
then began to work. Only Newcom
addressed a word to thc unfortunatey
chief of the end study.

“Jimmy, old man, are you trying t
pull our leg?”

“Are you really going out {o-morrowy
afternoon?”
“yes.”

because—because—"
Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulder:
Irritably. “Never mind why.
a funk, you silly asses! But—but I'n
not going to scrap with the Moderns.”

Lovell looked up grimly.

“I've heard that Smythe Mcl(cd yol
out of Towny's study,” he said.
suppose that’s true?” .

Jimmy did not answer.

“Wwell, Jimny Silver, if you want my
opinion——""

, ‘I dow't!”

“You can have it, all the same.
You're either a silly fool or a howling,
rotten funk, and I'm fed-up with you.
Keep out of the scrap, if you want to
shan’t ask you again.. But all the
fellows will know what you're keeping
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out for, and you know what theyll
think.

Jimmy Eilver knew only too well.
But he made no reply; and prepara-
tien \\:3 resumed in the end study—
im and gloomy silence. The
cheery harmony in that celebrated
study seemed to be gone for good.

CHAPTER 5.

The Snow-fight.
IPPING!” said Lovell, as Lhe
juniors came out after m
ing lessons on the foll omnﬂ

Gay.

It was really ripping, from the point
of view of the juniors, who were lcok-
ing forward to the snow-fight.

The quadrangle was a sheet of

white, and snow gleamed on every wall
'md ledf'e and window. Keen, frosty
sunshine gleamed on the snow.

Nearly all the Classical Fourth, and
many of the Third and the Shell,
gre merrily anticipating the battle.
Jimmy  Silver's face alone was
clouded.

No one would have enjoyed the ex-
citing snow-battle more ~thoroughly
than Jimmiy Silver. The keen, sunny,
osty afternoon scemed specially de-
ned for it. And it was prcbably the
last good sncwfall of the season, too.
The opportunity, if lost, would not
recur.

debated seriously in his mind
during dinner.

‘He had promised the autocratic Miss
Dolly not to fight anybody again for a
week. cnour Bright bound him in
unbreakable bonds. Bub a snow-battle

Gghts "—so long
into fisticuffs. Fisticuffs were barred,
but not snowbrlling. Only it was ex-
tremely probable that when snowballs

eave oul, the rivals of Rookwood
would betake theraselves to fists and
twvisted caps, and then—

Then Jimmy Silver would have to
“chuck” it.
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Lovell grunted at him as they came
out after dinner. Lovell was looking
sour.

“Are you coming with us, or arc you
funking?” he asked.

Jimmy Siiver made up his mind.

“I'll come—so leng as it's only snow-
ba!dling But I'm not going to fight any-

y not?” shricked Lovell.

“Oh, because—

“Oh, go and cat ccke!”

The Classicals marcied cut in batile
array, with the Fistical Four at their
head. Adolphus Smythe and his
cronies watched them with supercilicus
smiles. Snowfighting—or, indeed, any
healthy open-air exertion of any kind
—was not in the line f Adolphus & Co.

The Classicals set to work hearlily.

Behind the {frozen, lecafless old
beeches the snow fort was erected, big
blocks of sicw jammed togcther in
great style. The breastwork was piled
high, and inside the fortifications pl}es
of snowballs were preparcd. vell &

Co. did not mecan to run short of
ammunition.

Jimmy Silver helped ly in
that work. At three o'clock the attack

was to come. The Classicals were to
hold the fort, and the Modern:
to attack. Owing to the ‘“slackers”
standing out on the Classical side, the
odds were on the side of the Modemns,
But the fortifications were strong and
well supplied with ammunition, and
the Classicals had no doubt whatever
about being able to hold their 0%

As three chimed cut from the clock-

tower on the Modern side, Tommy
Dodd & Co. appeared, inf imposing
array.

'ammy DodJ was armed with the

on paper ch
hs‘ cal \ed his ncn together with stirring
blasts.
o Ta-tara-ra-ta-ral”
Here h“y come!” said Lovell.
“Mind, they're not to get into the fort.
If they get ocur flag down we're beaten.
Straizht  from the shoulder, you
know.”
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“You bet!”
“All hands
aby.

RTlie Moderns advanced to the attack

in® four separate parties, to attack all
four sides of the fort at once. Thus

LHE TFISTI

repel boarders!” gx'flu:cd

Tom Dodd, who was a skilled
genem. had directed. The three
Tommies and Towle led the four

partles from the four quarters. Over
the heads of the waliting Classicals the
flag blew out on the breeze.

“Ta-ra-ra-ra-ral!”

The bugle blew the signal for the
assault.

From all sides came the rush of the
warlike Moderns, with armfuls of
snowballs and a heavy, concentrated
fire.

“Back up!” roared Jimmy Silver.

“Go it, Classicals!”

From the snow walls

of the fort

snowbalis flew in thick volleys. The
rushing Moderns met a storm of
missiles. From behind the cover of

the fortifications the Classicals pelted
them raercilessly.

Whiz!  Whiz!
Bash! Howl!

The fun waxed fast and furious.

Back went the Moderns, blinded by
squashing snowhalls, bowled over by
the rain of squashy missiles. On all
sides of the fort they sprawled in the
snow and gasped and roared.

Three of the attacking parties,
hopelessly  defeated, surged  and
sprawled away. But on the other side
Tommy Dodd came gallantly up to the
breastwork, backed by Lacy and Webb,
and gained a footing. The Moderns
2 him rallied at his yell, and
rushed atter him, Moderns driven off
on the other sides came racing round
to join the successful storming-party.

Snowballs filled. the air, but the

oderns came on. Tommy Dodd & Co.
Wwere too close now for snowballs to be
much use, and the ammunition, ample
as_it was, was giving out, ¥

It was hand-to-hand now.

Lovell grasped Tommy Do

Squash!  Crash!

dd as the
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Modern chief sprawled over {he sno
wall, and strove to hurl him back. Buf
Tommy Dodd was not to be hurled. H:
clung to Lovell, and they rolled ove:
together—inside the fort.

“Back up!” shrieked Lovell bre:
lessly.

“Pile in,

“Hurrah

All the garrison were crowding td
the threatened spot, and it looked as i
the attack, close as it was, would b
driven back. But there was a_yel
from the other side, and Tommy Doyl
and a crowd of juniors came swarm
ing over the undefended wall.

They were inside the fort on it
neglected side before the Classicald
could get back and man the walls.

“Pile ye spalpeens!?” roarcd

Moderns!”
™

Tommy Doyle.
“Hurrah! Down with the Classical
worms!”
“Back up!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
Oon
swarn

up and made ‘a rush for the flagstaf
As he laid his hand on it to drag down
the Classical colours Jimmy Silves
dashed up and grabbed him by thi
shoulder.

Tommy Dodd
Jimmy’s grasp.

He put up his hands with a chuckle.

“Here’s for your nose, you Classical
ass!”

“Hold on!” gasped Jimmy.

“Eh? Why, I'll—>

Jimmy Silver backed away.
face was crimson—but he back
Snowballing was over, and it had come
to fisticufis, as he had anticipated. But
he could not fight Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Dodd was astounded. He
had expected a terrific tussle for the
flag. But as Jimmy backed away, Dodd
laughed, and turned to the flagstaft

With a wrench, he tore it out

o ground, and the CI"ssical]
colours came fluttering down.

spun  round iy

H




THE SCHOOLBOYS'

There x\as a roar of triumph from
the Modern:

‘Funk!” wlled Flynn, shaking his
fist at Jimmy Silver. Flynn was sit-
ting on Tommy Cook, and was very

y did not reply.

_The fight was nea*l,/ Over now.
Classicals missed the strong arm of
Jimmy Silver in the final tussle, and
the odds were too great. They were
pitched headlong out of the fort, and
ine remainder of their own pile of Snow-
halls whizzed after them.

Up went the flagstaff again, with a
Mcdern cap Hoating at the top.
Cheer upon cheer burst from the
Modern juniors. The fort was cap-
tured, the Moederns had triumphed.
A&nd the Classicals, with feelings tco
deep for words, o leave .the vic-
%cuous enemy in possession of the
ort.

CHAPTER 6.
Hard Checse,
UNK!”
That unpleasant word, in a
regular howl, greeted Jimmy
Silver in the Fourth Form passage a
little later.

*“Funk!”

“Worm!”

The Classical Fourth could hardly
think of epithets severe enough for
Jimmy Silver.

A dozen pairs of eyes had seen him
back down before Tommy Dodd at
the . critical moment. The general
opinion was that if Jimmy Silver had
backed up, as he ought to have done,
the hame would have been won. But
the flag had been hauled down, and
g‘}lat semed it—all through Jimmy
ilver,

Flynn shook his knuckles under
Jimmy’s nose in the Fourth Form
passage. Lovell and Raby and New-
come had not a word to say for their
chum.

Jimmy’s

face was scarlet, He
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could not explain; and, indeed, 1f he
had told the facts, his explanation
would have been regarded as an
excuse for funking.

“Funk!” roared Flymn.
ye ashamed to show your
Jimmy Silver?”

“Oh, rats!” growled Jimmy.

“What's come over*you, Jimmy?” ex-
claxmvd ,Oswald. “You used not to be
a i

“So you Lhmk I'm a funk, too!”
gro\vled Jimm;

Well, whats a fellow to think?”

“Youre afraid of a Modern cad!”
howled Flynn. *You didn’t stand up to
Tommy Dodd! Well, you can stand
up to me! Pub your paws up, funk!”

Jimmy backed away.

“AI't
v Tace,

“Hold on! I'm not going to fight
you, Flynn!”

“Faith and ye are!” said Flynn
g‘umly “And that’s for a start!”

“That” was a dab on Jimmy
Silver’s nose, and the captain of the
Fourth staggered back. Without stop-
ping to think, he let out his left, and
Fiynn rolled on the floor of the' pas-
sage with a roar,

“Yarooh!”

“Well hit!” grinned Lovell

But Jimmy Silver stood conscience-
stricken. He was fighting, after his
promise!

He jammed his hands hard into his
pockets.

“I'm sorry, Flynn,” he said awk-
wargly. “I—I didn't mean to hit you!
I forgot!”

Flynn scrambled u

“Sure, I'll make you sorrier, ye spal-
peeni”
He rushed to the attack. His right

and left knocked upon Jimmy's erim-
son countenance. *

Jimmy Silver’s hands remained in
his pockets. He did not make the
slightest motion to defend himself.

The juniors gazed on in amaze-
men

l"lynn dropped his hands.

“Put up your paws!” he hawled.

“I won't!”
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Jimmy's face had tumed pale now,
but he was quite calnn.’
“You—you won't put up your
stuttered Flynn, taken quxtn

“Ts it dotty ye are?”

“Are. you finshed?”
grimly.

“sure, I won’t hit a chap who won't
hig bar !” said Flynn coniemptuously,
stepping back. “Ye're a rotten funk,
and t}n 's what ye are, Jimmy Silver!”

gad!” the drawling voice of
Adolphus Smythe chimed in. “Did
you ever see such a funk, dear boys? A
disgrace to the side, I call it!”

Jimmy Silver moved away down the
passage, but the elegant figure of
Smythe. of the Shell stepped in the
way.

“Stcp!” he commanded.

Jimmy Silver stopped. He could not
go on without knocking Adolphus
Smythe out of the way, and that was
impossible in the circumstances, though
easy enough in any other circum-
stances.

Adolphus smiled.

More than once he had felt the
weight of Jimmy Silver's arm, and now
his time had come. That sudden and
ainusing attack of “funk ha.cl laced
his old enemy at his

And Adolphus was not merc\ful to
a fallen enemy.

asked Jimmy

“Youre a funkin’ cad, Jimmy
Silver:” he said.

“Let me pass!”

“Not_yet,” said - Adolphus. “¥You're

a meddlin’, interferin’ rotter, and I'm
goin’ to pull your ear!”

he Classical Fourth looked on,
breathless. Would Jimmy Silver stand
that from the dandy of the Shell? It
was impossible—unbelievable! Smythe
stretched out a hand—a little
lervously, as a matter of fact—and
seized Jimmy Silver’s ear between his
finger and thumb.

J)mmy' " g'xsped Lovell.

chums of the end study were

red Wllh humiliation. Jimmy Silver's
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pale face flushed crimson, but he did
not withdraw his hands from hi
pockets.

Smythe pulled his car.

There was a general gasp as Jimmy,
when Smythe released his ear,!
walked away without a word.

“By gad!” chortled Adolphus‘
£ What a rotten funk! Yarooop!”

Lovell’s fist smote Adolphus fairly
on the nose, and he went heels over,
head along the passage.

Adolphus landed with a crash.
Lovell walked away with Raby and
Newcome. But they did not followl
Jimmy Silver. They were ashamed of:
their chum; and Jimmy, as he went,
out miserably into the snowy quad-
rangle, was ashamed of himself. Yet
he had no causc for shame. He ha
made a reckless promise and he was
keeping it, as he was in honour bound
to do.

CHAPTER 7.
Miss Dolly is Sorry!
IMMY, what's the matter?”
Jim

He had Lasted the very dregs of the
cup of humiliation. 1

Smythe of the. Shell—the funky.
lazy,  lackadaisical  Adolphus—had
pulled his ear in public, and he had
taken it without resentment.

His chums avoided him. If they
looked at him, it was with scorn in
their looks. His name was a byword
in the Form of which he had been the
leader.

And only two days of that terrible
week had elapsed. What was to
happen in the other five—bullying
from mean fellows whom he had
always despised, ragging, scorn, con-
tempt, avoidance?

Even Leggett would wipe out old
scores by licking him, now that it was
safe. Townsend and Topham would
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cuff him; Smythe would pull his ears.
e writhed with shame as he contem-
plated the near future.

True, when that awful week had
elapsed, he would be able to wipe out
the stain; he would have more fights on
his hands than he had had during his
whole career at Rockwood; but—

His ear was still burning from the
grip of Smythe’s fingers. It seemed to
scorch him like a hot iron. He
groaned aloud in his miserable dejec-
tion. Miss Dolly didn’t know the harm
she had done!

A soft voice from the other side of
the gate startled him from his glum
reverie.

He started and looked round. Miss
Dolly was gazing at_ him over the
gate, with concern in her pretty face.

“Are you ill, Jimmy?” she asked.

“Nunno.”

“Then what’s the matter?”

“ N-no-nothing.”

“You're looking awfully miserable,”
seid Miss Dolly, inspecting him.

“I—I feel rather rotten,
Dolly.”

“Have -you been fighting again?”
zclaimed the young lady severely.

Jimmy Silver groaned dismally.

“Of course I haven't! Didn't I pro-
mise you I wouldn’t?” 3

“Did you?”

Jimmy Silver jumped.

“Did I?” he gasped.
member?”

Miss

“Don’t you re-

Yes, I remember now,” said Miss
Dolly placidly. “I had forgotten.”

“Porgotten)” Jimmy Silver felt
almost dazed. “Forgotten! !
Well, T haven’t had a chance to forget,
Miss Dolly!»

“But what's the matter?”
s “Fc_;rgqtten!“ said Jimmy, with grow-
ing indignation. “And I'm called a
funk, and despised by every chap in
the school—kicked out of a study,
punched on the nose, had my ear
pulled by a funky cad—all because I
made you that promise, and you've for-
gotten!”

“I'm so sorry, Jimmy,” said Miss
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Dolly softly. “OCf course, I—I knew
you would keep that promise. But
what’s the matter with your nose?”
“Knuckles,” said Jimmy grimly.
r?”

“Pulled.’
u‘;Then you have been fighting, after
a2” :

“No, I hawen’t! T've been bullied
and ragged and_ kicked, and made to
loock a cowardly worm!” groaned
Jimmy Silver. “I—I didn’t hit back,
you see—only once when I forgot!”

Miss Dolly was silent for a few
moments, and then her face dimpled.

“Why, you're laughing!” ejaculated
Jimmy Silver. “It isn’t a laughing
matter for me, I can tell you, Miss
Dolly!”

“T'm so sorry, Jimmy. I—I wish I
hadn’t made you make that promise,”
said Miss Dolly kindly. “I did not
think this would happen. It was very
hard on you, Jimmy. I'm really sorry.
tAnd‘ I release you from the promise,
oo!”

“Do you mean that, Miss Dolly? I'll
stick it out for a week if you like!”

“No—no! It was a mistake, and I
don’t want you to. s a bad boy
really pulled your poor ear, Jimmy?”
asked Miss Dolly sympathetically.

“Looks like it, doesn’t it?” mumbled
Jimmy.

“And you didn’t punch him because
you;xad promised?”

“Yes

“He must have been a coward,
Jimmy, to do such a thing. Will you
make me another promise?”

“Tell me what it is first,”
Jimmy Silver cautiously.

Miss Dolly smiled.

“ Promise
boy’s head,

‘“What-ho

Miss Dolly hurried away. Jimmy
Silver grinned. That dreadful promise
which had weighed upon him like a
nightmare for two days was rescinded
now—it was replaced by another pro-
mise which it would be perfectly de-
lightful to carry cut.

said

me to punch that bad
but—but not too hard!”
P
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Jimmy Silver whistled cheerily as he
walked to the School FHouse. There
rige in store for the Classical

Fourth.

CHAPTER 8.
dimmy on the Warpath!

o ERE he comes!”
E——i “Classical funk!”
“On, cheese it!” said
Tommy Dodd. *“Let the poor beast
alone! He can’t help being a funk!”

The group of Modern  juniors
grinned. Jimmy Silver came up to
them sedately.

Anybody here call rac 2 funk?” he
inguired, in polite tones.

“Well, if you put it like that, I do!”
said Tommy Dodd warmly.

His hands went up as he spoke, and
chey were needed. Jimmy Silver was
rusrnng at him.

A fight!” yellcd Lovell.

Thexe was a ring round the two com-
batants at once. Jimmy Silver was
going it. But Tommy Dodd was a re-

doubtable antagonist, and it was a
terrific serap.

How that terrific encounter would
have ended cannot bhe said, for

Bulkeley of the Sixth bore down upon
the scene.

“Cave!” yelled Raby.

The two combatants separated, and
retreated in different directions. The
captain of Rookwood arrived upon the
spot, but the juniors were gone.

Bulkeley grinned and walked away.
When he was gone, Lovell and Raby
and Newcome reappeared from behind
the beeches, and Lovell and Raby had
linked arms with Jimmy Silver. The
Fistical Four were on the best of terms
again,

“Come in to tea, Jimmy,” said
Lovell‘ affectionately. “I—I knew you
gﬁerent a ﬂénkk you know, But what

e merry dickens were you playing
that tui‘ot\c game for?” ol plaxiie

2 promiséi” growled Jimm;
Silver. “But it’s all over now, ané

ant ask any questions! I want to seg

Flyn:

i al

'Ihe r‘;sncal Four entered the Scnocj
Fouse, and Flynn was encountered o)
the upper landing. He grinned scorn-
fully at the sight of Jimmy Silver.

“You called me a funk, Flynn, °1°1
chap!” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.

“Imaith, and so ye are—— Oh, m;
hat!”

For five minutes there was a_terrifi
tussle on the landing. The Classical
FoLt\rch came round in a crowd t
wa

At the end of the fifth minute Flyn
confessed that he had had enough. H
certainly looked as if he had had
little too much.

“Shure, and phwat's the matter wi:
ve, intoirely?” he mumbled, as hi
dabbed his damaged nose. “Pulli
our leg, ye baste? Groooogh!”

“Give us your fin, old scout,” saidf
Jimmy Silver, “and come along wit!
me! I've got to see Smythe!”

Flynn grinned.

“Faith I'll come wid pleasure!”

Half the Classical Fourth marche

a merry chortle at the sight of Jimm;
Silver.

“Here’s the funk!” said Adolphus,
“Have you come here to have you
ear pulled again, Jimmy Silver?”

“Exactly!” said Jimmy Silver calmly‘
“Here it is!”

He bent his head towards Adolphus)
while the Fourth Formers, crowdin;
outside the doorway, chuckled. .

Adolphus looked surprised. He di
not quite like the look in Jimmy Silver*

es.

“Pull his ear, and kick him out!”
said Tracy.

““Yaas, begad, if he doesn’t go!” said
Adolphus uneasily. “Get out while
yog”{e safe, Silver, you cheeky young,
cad!”
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“Are you going to let me off,
Smythey?” asked Jimm;

Y.
“yaas, I'm lettin’ you off this time!”

“Thanks! But I'm not letting you
off!” Smllcﬂ Jimmy.

W here— Leggo! Hands off,
you heast‘”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The table rocked as Jimmy Silver
and Adolphus Smythe bumped into it,
struggling. Howard and Tracy jumped
up and retreated to the wall. Adolphus
did not struggle long. Tile amazing
funkiness on which he had relied had
vanished, and Jimmy Silver was his old
self again.

“Leggo!” moaned Adolphus. “I've
had e‘xou"h' Wow OW-W-OW
“Ha, ha,

Jimmy sﬂver fixed his finger and
thurb upon Adolphus’ prominent nose.
“Had enough? he inquired politely.

“ Wow-wow

The grip on Adolphus’ nose tigntened
like a vice.

‘““Are you sorry?”

“Yow-ow! Yaas! Led go!”

Jimmy Silver let go at last, and
Adolphus senk into a chair, clasping
his nose with both hands, in deep
'\nouzs

mimy Silver sauntered from the
scudy, amid the loud laughter of the
Classical Fourth. The reputation of
the leader of the Fistical Four was fully
re-established,

There was a merry feed in the end
study. Lovell and Raby and Newcome
were all grins, and Jimmy Silver was
looking his old self again; and Flynn,
with a darkened eye and a damaged
hose, was an honoured guest. The
clouds had rolled by, and once more
Uncle James was monarch of all he
surveyed.

CHAPTER 9.
Simply Awfull
OMIN’ to the meetin'?”
Townsend of the Fourth put
his head into the end study to
ask that question.
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It was not often that Townsend, the
glacker and dandy of the Fourth,
visited the end study. Jimmy Silver
& Co., to whom that celebrated apart-
ment belonged, had no use for slackers.

But Townsend was in a state of great
excitement now. Evidently something
unusual was “on,”

Jimmye Silver looked up from the
lines he was doing for Mr, Bootles.
Lovell looked round from the grate,
where he was baking chestnuts. Raby
and Newcome were playing chess, and
thley did not condescend to look up at

1]

“Meeting?” repeated Junmy Silver.

“Yes, meetin’ of the

Jimray Silver gave Tovmsend a freez-
ing glare.

“Meeting of the Form, you cheeky
ass! Who's captain of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood?” he demanded.
“Who's had the blessed cheek to call
a meeting of the Form without con-
sulting me?”

“Let him die the death!” grinned
Lovell.

“Oh, rats!” said Townsend.

Jimmy Silver laid down his pen, rose
to his feet, and pushed back his cuffs

“Did you say ‘Rats!” to me, Towm
send?” he asked politely.

“Look here—"

“Which side of your face would you
prefer your nose to be shifted to?”
asked Jimmy Silver, still with great
politeness.

Townsend backed through the door-
way. Townsend had a cultivated taste
in neckties, and a skilled eye to the fit
of a waistcoat, but he was not a
fighting man.

“Oh, don't be an ass!” he said. “I
haven't come here to row with you.
sm;the 'ldHSGd us to held a Form
meetin’.”

“Tell Smythe to go and eat coke!”

“He said he wouldn't stand it if the
new cad was comin’ into the Shell,”
said Townsend, “so I don’t see why we
should stand it in the Fourth. Look
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here, you ought to come to the meetin’,
as Form caplain!”

“It won't be n meeting unless I
come,” said Jimmy Silver loftily.
“Merely a crowd of fags, not a meet-

g‘Wc\l come, then.”

«J don't approve of Form meetings
being called in this unplecedented
way,” said Jlmmy Silver coldly.
and ecat cokel”

“But it's an_ important matter!”
howled Townsend.

“Wwhat's the row about?” asked
Lovell.

“Haven't you heard the news?”

“What news?”
© “Then you, haven‘t heard,” said
Townsend. can tell yoi, it's
sickenin’'l I dont, know what Rook-
wood's comin’ to, don't you know!
‘Topham says he’s thmkin‘ of askin’his
people to take him away!”

“T didn't know Topham was a public
benefactor like that,” said Jimmy
Silver. *Tell hin I wish him luck!”

“Oh, don't be an ass!” said Town-
send, “This ain't a time for bein’
funny! Look here, you fellows ought
to come and back us up. We'll back
you up if you like. It's a question
whether Rookwood's goin’ to be dis-
graced or not!”

“My hat!
matter?”

“There's a new fellow coming—""

“Well, that has happened before,
hasn’t it? Sometimes it's a jolly good
thing for a school. I was a new fellow

What on earth’s the

you I don't want any of your
funny jaw!” howled Townsend. *This
new fellow is the hmn.—past the limit!”
“Not a cannibal?’
“No; worse, if possible!”

“Nvly’ word! He must be a corker,
Lhins a?l? Raby. éoohmg up from the
5 ast,
Townys 0 you know him,
“Enow him!” Townsend
horror-stricken _ at e sunglezgﬁzf
Know him! Do you think I'd know
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such a blackguard? The question’s
insultin’t”

‘““How do you know he's such an out-
sider if you don’t know him?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

“Oh, I know all about him!” said
Townsend, “We've heard it from
Bootles. I fancy Bootles guessed there
might be trouble. He said the new kid
would be in my study, as there's only
two of us there—Toppy and me. In my
study, you know! The awful beast! I
know I'll smash him—at least, I won't
share a study with him! It's sickenin’
—revoltin’, in fact!”

Townsend was evidently in a state
of great wrath; he almost forgot to
drop his “g's.”

“Hard lines if he's put into your
study with you and Topham!” said
Newcome.

“Yes, ain’t 1t?”

“I mean for him!”

“Oh, don't be a silly idiot, New-
come! I tell you fellows were not
standin’ it, and we're holdin’ a Form-
meetin’ on the subject!”

“But you haven’t told us yet what's
the matter with the new kid!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. “If he isn't a
convict, what has he done?”

“He'’s shoved himself in here on a

Founders’ Scholarship!”
s here
on rships,”  said
Jimmy Szlver “They're all right,
aren't they? Has it put your aristo-
cratic back up because the kid won't be
paying fees?”

“That’s not it—that doesn’t matter.
The Founders’ Scholarships are all
right, so long as they're handed out to
decent chaps—sons of retired Army
men and Naval officers, and that sort.
But this chap is a scrubby scoundrel!”

, dear.

“A ﬂlt.hy outsider! Il tell you what
T've heard about him,” said Townsend,
his voice thrilling with indignation.

His father works for his living!”

Jimmy Silver staggered against the
table, apparently overcome w:m horror.

“Good heavens!” he gasped.
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‘Look here——"

“You don't reo.lly zay sol”

“I do, T tell you

Help!” moaned Jimmy faintly.

"Anybudy got any smelling-salts? Pat
me on the back, Lovell, there’s a good
chap! I feel faint! A—a—a chap
whose father works for his living is
coming to Rookwood! Alas! Alas,
alackaday!”

“You silly ass!” roared Townsend
“There’s nothing to be funny about!
T tell you this chap’s father is a car-

! agreed Jimmy Silver
“Couldn't he be induced to give up
carpentering. and take to loafing
about? 'I‘hgu it “ould be all right.”

Ha, ha

“Or he might take to burgling, or
highway robbery, or go on the Stock
Exchange,” said Jimmy Silver. “I dare
say it’s never been pointed out to him
what an awful thing it is to do honest
work!"

Townsend snorted.

“If that means that you are going to
back up the cad, youll be booked for
a high old time, I can tell you that
Jimmy Silver!” he shouted. “I
tell you that were all down on the
rotter! We're holdin’ a Form-meetin’
to decide what's goin’ to be done.
We're not standin’ it!”

Jimmy Silver sat down, and resumed
writing his lines.

“Are you comin’ to the meetin’, or
are you not comin’ to the meetin’?”
clcmg}ntded the dandy of the Fourth.

“Not!”

“Well, we can hold the meetin’ with-
out you, and we're goin’ to arrange to
glve that cad a reception when he
” said Townsend. ‘“We'll make
Rookwood too hot to hold him, I can
tell, you that! The scrubby beast,
shodn’ himself in among gentlemen"'

“Didn't you sy he was going into
your study” 7

! Thcn he certainly won’t be among
gentlemen. Nothing' to be alarued
about, dear boy!”
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Townsend did not reply. He re-
tired from the study, and slammed the
door with a terrific slam. It was evi-
dent that he was not to e\pﬂ"t any
support from the Fistical Four, Jimmy
Silver calmly went on writing his lines,

CHAPTER 10,
dimmy Silvor Has a Few Words to Say!
HAT job's done!”
Jimmy Silver laid down his
pen with a sigh of relief. Fifty
lines of P. Vergilius Maro had heen
duly transcribed for the benefit of Mr.
Bootles, the master of the Fourth.
“If you dufiers have done chess, we'll
have tea,” remarked Lovell
“I've been thinking,” said Jimmy
Silver. “It's like those fags’ cheek to
hold a Form-meeting without our
special orders! Perhaps we may as well
drop in, after all!”
“Oh, blow their silly meeting!” said.
Raby. “I'm hungry. We'll finish this
game presently, Newcome!”

“Then there’s the new chap,” said
-.nmmy Silver thoughtfully.
Bot! her the new chapl We don’t

know him

“We shall know him when he comes,
I suppose. He's going to be a Classical,
or he wouldn’t be put in Towny's
study.”

“Might as well have put him on the
Modern side if hes the kind of rotter
Towny seems to think.

“But perhaps he iswt.”

“Perhaps. Let’s have tea.”

“Let’s give the meeting a look-in
first,” said Jimmy Silver “Y've got a
few words to say to those cheerful
idiots.”

Lovell looked a little alarmed.

Jimmy Silver'’s peculiarities were
well known to his chums, He was the
champion of lost causes, so to speak,
‘When a fellow was down Jimmy would
make it his business to back him up,
regardless of consequences. That trait
in Jimmy’s character had often brought

the end study into hot water,
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It was all very well of Jimmy to be
the champion of the oppressed, s0 to
speak, but Lovell’s idea Was that there
ought to be a limit.

“Look here, Jimmy,” he began, “I
can see what you mean in your eye.
You've got to draw it mild.”

“Come on!” said Jimmy.

“You don't even know the chap.
And he may be all that Towny says!”

~ exclaimed Lovell warmly. “If he’s a
rank outsider youre not going to pal
with him.” @

“Well, I don’t generally pal with rank
outsiders—unless you're alluding to this
study,” said Jimmy blandly.

“Qh, don’t be an ass! Tve gof
nothing against the new kid, but we're
not going to get into a lot of fresh rows
about him. Let him rip.

“My dear chap, he may turn out a
very valuable acquaintance,” said
Jimmy seriously. “If his father's a
carpenter he may be able to show us
how to mend the leg of that table.
We've all tried our hand at it, and it
gets worse every time ™

“Look here, Jimmy—"

“Let’s go to the merry meeting,”
urged Jimmy. “I want to see Towny
and Toppy in a state of bubbling in-
dignation. It will be funny ”

Jimmy Silver walked out of the study,
and the Co. followed They generally
did follow when Jimmy Silver led.

The Fistical Four descended to the
Common-room.

There was a buzz of voices in that
2partment as the chums of the Fourth
entered. Nearly all the Classical
Fourth were there, as well as some of
the Moderns. Fo: once they were not
Iowing, however. Townsend was
mounted on a chair. addressing the
meeting in tones of thriliing indig-
nation. The audience did not seem
wholly to agree with Towny. Flynn’s

Voice could be heard suggesting that
the poor “baste” should be given a
chance. Oswald was remarking that
Towny was a silly ass Jones minor
Wwas declaring that it was time for tea,
2-;18 that he was fed-up with Towny's
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But the majority seemed to agree
with the speake:. His remarks were
punctuated with “Hear, hears!”

“I put it to the Form,” said Town-
send “I appeal to every gentleman
present. Is this horrid bounder Raw-
son, from the slums—perhaps from the
workhouse—a, fit person to come to
Reokwood?”

“No1”

“The Head ought never to have ad-
mitted his claim to the scholarship.
The Founders’ Scholarships weren't
intended for his sort.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver.

“I don't want any rotten jaw from
you, Jimmy Silver!”

“You're going to get it, and if you
interrupt Il buzz you off that chair
before you can say ‘Wait and seel’”
said Jimmy cheerfully. ‘About those
Founders’ Scholarships. Have you read
the rules?”

*Of course I haven't!™

“Well, I have. They were founded
specially for poor scholars—chaps
whose people couldn’t afford to send
them to expensive schools ”

“Oh, I dare say that was in the
beginning!” sneered Townsend. “So
were Oxford and Cambridge, if you
come to that. But it's always been
worked so as to keep the outsiders out-
side.”

“If it has, dear boy, it’s been precious
near to swindling, and I hope it hasn’t,”
said Jimmy. ‘“Anyway, that's what
the Founders’ Scholarships were in-
tended for, and in this case, this year’s
scholarship seems to have been put to

its proper use. There’s riothing to com- *
in about.” -

plain

“Rot! Gentlemen, I appeal to you,
not to Jimmy Silver. Are we goin’
to stand havin’ this rotten, rank out-
sider Rawson planted on us?”

“Never!”

“Bow-wow!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Puthead!”

“The responscs were very mixed.

“I propose,” continued Townsend,
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“putting the low cad in his place as
soon as he arrives to-morrow afternoon.
It wouldn't be so rotten if he were
goin’ on the Modern side; there's lots
of scrubby outsiders there already

“Hear, hear!”—fromn all the Classi-
cals, and loud hoots and yells from the
few Moderns in the room,

“Bub the rotter isnt satisfied with
that. He wants to come on the Classi-

cal side—the gentlemanly side ILs
disgustin’! If we put up with this
may as well put up wita anythin’! As

for Jimmy Silver, he don’t count.”

“For the love av Moses, Towny, shut
your silly head!” said Flynn.

“Here, what are you doin’?” shouted
Townsend, as Lovell strode up to him.

“I'm jolly well going to mop you up"’

’nd Lovell grimly.

25go!

Bump!

Townsend descended from the chair
and landed on the floor with a terrific
concussion. He ared, and the
audience ronred—\\'lth laughter.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do that again. Towny!"”

“Back me up, you rotters!” howled
T\)\ nscrd scrambling his feet.

“Kick those beasts out of the room!”

“We're ready to be kicked!” grinned
Jimmy Silver,

ut Towny's followers were not
ready, The fellows who sympathised
with Townsend were not of the stuff
of which heroes are made.

Townsend glared at Lovell, who was
bushing back his cuffs, quite ready for
& scrap to follow. But the dandy of
the Fourth thought better of it.

“I'm not goin’ to scrap with you,
!I;gvell I'm dealin’ with the new rotter

W,

“S‘e;.fer, as he's not here!” snorted

Yuroooh‘ 2

i Gentlemen—"

“Heqr hear!”

“Dry upl”

“Gcm‘emen, I propose that when
this scrubby worm Rawson gets here
to-morrow we forthwith collar him end
duck him in the fountain. After that
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we'll rag his books and rag all his
things, and ink hie clothes and so on,
d in a short time he'll get fed. up,
and clear off. All we've got to do is
to make him understana that he can’t
stay at Rookwood. and he il go.”

‘““Jolly good wheeze!” said Topham.
“I don’t suppose the poverty-stricken
cad will be able to afford new clothes,
and if we ink his clobber—

‘“Shame!™
‘‘Hear, hear!”
Townsend was mounting on the chair

again,

Jimmy Silver strode forward and
shoved him aside without ceremony
and jumped on the chair.

“Gimme my place, you rotter!” S

“Gentlemen of the Fourth,” said
Jimmy Silver, unheeding, “you have
listened to the remarks of the honour-
able member who has just spoken. Now
you can listen to me It's proposed to
rag the new kid and muck up his
things because he’s very likely too poor
to get new ones. That's a dirty trick!”

“ Hear, 11 .

“Rats!”

“I've got this to say. I don’t know
the new kid from Adam, and don't
specially want to. But any chap who
starts ragging him for nothing will find
me on his track. As captain of the
Form, I put my foot down!”

“Rats!”

“Bravo!"”

“The first chap who touches this
fellow Rawson will be askedl én‘;,o the

ver, y’
chap’fair play. If he’s a rotter I'll be
down on him as soon as anybody. If
he's the right sort hes not going (o be
ragged. That's all!”

“The Great Chiel
grinned Oswald.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver jumped down from the
chair, and the Fistical Four left the
Common-room. It was time for
in the end study. They left the room
in a buzz behind them.

has spoken!”



CHAPTER 11..
The « Outsider " Arrives!

RAWSON arrived the next after-

noon.

Mr, Bootles took him into his

study first, and only a few of the
Classical juniors had a glimps: at him.

Jimmy Silver & Co., as it happened,
were busy on the footba.! field, and for
the time they had forgotten all about
the expected new boy Townsend and
his friends had not forgotten, however.
‘Townsend & Co. did not hother much
about footer, and were not much
interested in what was going on on
Little Side.

“‘Did you see him?” asked Peele of
the Fourth, joining Townsend and Top-
Lam in the passage, after Rawson had
followed the Fourth Ferm master into
his study.

“Yaas,”
glimpse, A

rutel”

said Townsend; “just a
hulkin’,  shabby-lookin’

“Looked rather nervous,” said Tap-
ham.

Peele chuckled.

“Perhaps he guesses what he’s goln’
to get,” he remarked.

“Well, he’s goin’ to get it, whether
he guesses it or not,” said Townsend
'Call some of the fellows here ready
for when he comes out. We may as
well begin at once, while those Fistical
beasts are out of the way.”

“Good egg!” said Peele.

Six or seven Classicals gathered noar
the Form-master’s study., They waited
eagerly for the new hoy to come out.

t 2 004 to
tackle him, and show him how he was
regarded by the said aristocrats. The
decided bad manners they were going
to be guilty of did not worry them in
the least.” Perhaps they considered
that arisiocrals had no need of good
Or, perhaps, their training in
that respect hgd been neglected,

oor opened at last, and
Rawson came out. He was the average
age of fellows in the Feurth Form, but
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somewhat big and muscular for his age
—not tall, but well-built and tiick-set.
Certainly he did not, look so clegant as
any member of the Nutty Co., but there
was little doubt that he could have
knocked any one of them into a cocked
hat with one drive of his heavy right

His face was not handsome—not
nearly so handsome as Townsend’s—
but there was an open and frank ex-
pression upon it which Towny's de-
cidedly lacked. His eyes, blue and
clear, had a merry gleam in their
depths, and his wheie expression was
good-natured. There was nothing to
take oifence at, in fact, excepting the
fact that his clothes were evidently not
50 expensive as most Rookwood clothes.
He was, as Topham remarked in an
undertone, as badly dressed as Jobson
of the Fifth. But he was clean and
neat from top to toe

To the dicappointment of the wait-
ing tormentors, Mr Bootles came out
with the new junior. The master
sighted the nuts in the passage, and
signed to them,

“Come here, Townsend. This is
Rawson, the new boy, who will share
your study. Rawson, this is Townsend.
I hope you will be friends. Townsend,
show Rawson to his study, and show
him where to place his things.”

If Townsend had dared to refuse a
request of Mr. Beotles', he would have
refused that one point-blank. He had
heen waiting to rag the new boy, and
was called upon to show him about,
and look after him! Townsend’s blood
koiled at the thought. But he did not
venture to let his Form-master see it ,
boiling. He answered meekiy:

“Yes, sir.”

“You will go with Townsend, Raw-

“Yes, sir,” said Rawson, in a deeper
voice than Townsend, and 2 tone that
was nof, so ated, and certainiy
not so finicking

Mr. Bootles went back into his study,
2nd shut the door.

There was a pa

o

e, and then Towns-
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end, with suppressed rage. signed to the
new boy to follow him. He had to obey
the Form-master’s order. It occurred to
him, too, that his study would be a nice,
secluded spot for putting Rawson
“through it,” by way of a start.

Rawson followed him up the stairs,
and Topham and the rest followed on
behin

“Whab boots!” Rawson heard a voice
remark as he went down the junior
passage, and the remark was followed
by a giggle.

The new junior flushed. He could
not doubt that the remark was aimed
at himself, and a look of surprise came
over his face. He had expected polished
and stately manners at Rookwood
School, and had been feeling a little
uneasy about his own, in consequence.
Perhaps he realised now that there was
no ground for uneasiness on that score,

Townsend opened the door of the
study, and stood aside with mock polite-
ness for the new junior to enter. Flynn,
who was in the passage, came up and
looked at Rawson.

‘‘Sure, he doesn't look
Towny,” he said.

Rawson crimsoned.

“All serene, old <p0rb 2 sad Flynn
reassuringly. “Don't gef yo. ‘wool
off. Yere we’come to the Four*h in-
toirely. I don’t think yere a baste!”

“Thank you,” said Rawson. “I don't
see why you should have expected me
to be a beast.”

“Faith, and I didn’t,” said Flynn.
“It was really Towny. Towny’s a howl-
ing aristocrat. That’s what comes of
being brought up in a big grocery
stores, you know.”

“You rotter!” shrieked Townsend.

#You know my people ain't grocers!”

“Sure, I'm always forgetting,” said
Flynn. “If's Toppy's people who are
ggoc;ra and yours keep a public-house.

Flynn walked away, whistling, before
the two nuts could make any rejoinder.
Both Townsend and Topham made 2
movement to pursue him, but refrained.
Flynn was not nearly so haughty and

svch a baste,
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exclusive as Towny and Toppy, but he
could have mopped up the passage with
both of them at once, so they decided
to treat him with silent contempt.
wgs much the best way, all things con-
si

Rawson, feeling and looking very
puzzled, went into the study. The two
nuts followed him in, and Peele and
the rest crowded in the doorwsy. The
fun was about to begin, the unfortunate
Rawson being quite unaware of it.

“So this is my study?” said Rawson,
in an agreeable tone.

“It’s our study,” said Topham.

“I mean, 'm going to share it with

“So Bootles says.”

“It’s a nice room,” sald Rawson.

“Glad you like it,” said Townsend
satirically. “I suppose it would seem &
bit more home-like, wouldn ¢ it, if there
were a bench or two anc a saw or so
hanging up!”

The Nuts of the Fourth chuckled
delightedly. Townsend had a pretty

wit. But Rawson smiled, too, good-
naturedly.

“I see youwve heard about me,” he
replied.

“Yaas. Youre a carpenter, ain't
you?” said Topham.

“My father's a earpenter. TI've

learned a good bit of it from him,
through helping him,” said Rawson.
“If there’s anything that wants knock-
ing together abauc the place, you can
1eave it to me.”
en there's any carpentry fo be

done, we send for a man and pay him,”
said Townsend, with a sniff.

“Well, that would be & waste now I'm
here,” said Rawson. “I could do any-
t ng that a jobbing carpenter could

'I'he nuts exchanged looks of utter
disgust and lcat.hing The fellow was
actually not ashamed of knowing how
to do carpentry work, and showed no
desire whatever to keep his father's
trade in the background. If he had lied
and shuffled about it, the nuts could
have . understood it, and perhaps res



24
spected him a little more. Buf it did
not seem to have occurred to the un-
fortunate Rawson to lie and shuffle.
Doubtless he might learn better in time,
in Townsend's study.

"SO you.r pater’s a carpenter!” said

Top!

“My hat

«“Oh, my hat! He doesn't know what
a patcx is!” gxggled Pecle.

Yes, I do,” saild Rawson, in sur-
prise. “Pater is Latin for father. I've
studied Latin, of course, or I shouldn’'t
be here. But I don’'t see why you
should call my father my pater.”

There was a general giggle. This
sublime ignorance of school customs
struck Townsend & Co. as really the
limit,

“Well,” said Topham loftily, “here
we call a father a pater, and a motier
a mater.”

“Do you?” said Rawson, ‘It seems
a queer idea, but I dare say I shall
fall into it. One of your school cus-
toms, I suppose?”

“Yes,” said Topham contemptu-

ously, “One of our school customs.”

“I suppose you've got hammers and
nails and things in u 0%2"
grinned Peele, taklng up a new line of
attack.

Rawson nedded.

Yes, I thought they might be use-
ful, you kn ow.”

, ha!”

“Z suppose it's not against the rules,
Is it?”

“Ha, ha! Only against the rules of
good taste,” said Townsend. *But,
Tourse you wouldn't know anythmg
aboutthat,

“I dont see what good taste has
to do with it,” said Rawson, colour-
Ing. “Look Jhere, are you fellows get-
tmg at

hat a beautxful expression!” mur-
mured Topham,
+If you are, you may as well chuck
\¥:\mm?;“ wenny Y Gont o gt
ughy every chap at a
ke this Nag good somigsPiE schoal
Townsend & Co. looked a, h*t!e taken
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aback. They were quite satisfied with
their manners. Just at this moment
an eyeglass gleamed into the study,
with the vacant face of Smythe of the
Shell behind it.

“Got it here?” drawled Smythe.

“T've heard that il’s come. Do let me
have a look at it, dear boys!”
aas, we've got it here. Trot in,

Smythey!”
Adolphus trotted in, and turned his
eyeglass upon Rawson.

CHAPTER 12,

Adolphus Goes Too Farl

Y gad!” said Adolphus.

Rawson looked puzzled,

The extreme elegance and
expensiveness of Adolphus Smyt.he, of
the Shell, impressed him a little. " He
was not used to seeing such elegant
and expensive persons at close qharters
Smyihe’s stare could not be called
civil, but the stranger was not eager
to quarrel.

He wondered whether- ] of
thing was part and parcel of the man-
ners and customs of the upper classes.
He had not come to Rookwood to
quarrel with the manners and cus-
toms established there.

simple and honest face which indicated
that if he did take offence his anger
would be a serious matter.

Adolphus Smythe walked round
Rawson, inspecting him through his
eyeglass as if he had been some curious
animal. This performance was watched
with growing delight by the nuts of
the Fourth. Rawson watched it with
growing astonishment.

“By gad!” commented Smythe. “So
this is it!”

“That’s it, Smythey!” chorused the

nuts.

“It’s been washed,” said Adclph
“washed for the first time in its life,
perhaps. But they washed it before
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they sent it here.
name’s Dawson, isn't it
“Rawson.” .
«Oh, Rawson! Delightful name—

Dawson—your
on

8!

«1 didn't know It,” said Rawson;
“phut I don't mind. I suppose this is
some of your fun?”

“Exactly,” smiled Adolphus—*"some
of our fun. It is a funny occasion—
never occurred before in the history
of Rookwoqd. You don't mind
answerin’ a few questions?”

“MNot a bit.”

“You see, gentlemen, it can speak,
apd answers quite reasonably and in
passably good English,” said Smythe.
“The accent, perhaps, smacks of Seven
Dials, but no matter. One must not be
ular. Now, Dawso: -

0

WS
“Yaas, I_should say Rawson. My
mistake. Now, Rawson, how old are

¥
“Nearly fifteen.”
“Did you come straight here from
the workhouse?”
“The workhouse!” repeated Rawson.
“Yaas.”

‘“Therc’s some mistake,” said the
aew boy. “TI've never been in the work-
house.”

“‘Dear me!” said Smythe, in surprise.

“Then appearances are very, very de-
ceptive!”

‘:Hn. ha, ha!”

“Oh, come,” said Rawson, “don’t

pile it on!
“If you have never been in the work-
house, Rawson, I must take it that
your father is a good plumber, and
has always been in regular employ-
ment?” said Smythe gravely.
Wi He isn’t a plumber,” said Rawson;
be's a carpenter.  But he's generally
heen in good employment. My ©ncle
Joe is a plumber.”
The nuts burst into a yell of merri-
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ment. This simple admission almost
doubled them up.

“Your —your Uncle Joe is a
plumber!” gasped Smythe. “Oh, my
hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nothing funny in being a plumber,
is there?” asked Rawson, puzzled.

He was finding these merry young
gentlemen puzzling in many ways.

“Not, at ,” said Smythe, recover-
ing his gravity. ‘May we inquire after
your other aristocratic relations?
Which is the gasfitter?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“None just now,” said Rawson. “My
brother Dick was a gasfitter, but he's
in the Army now.”

“Captain or colonel?”

Rawson laughed.

“Private, of course,” he said.
“Middlesex Regiment. I've got a
photograph of him in khaki.”

“That bad better be framed and
hung up in the study,” said Smythe.
“A gasfitter in khaki would adorn any
study!”

“Well, T was thinking of hanging it
up,” said Rawson, *Only—only—"

He looked round.

“Only what?” asked Smythe politely.

“Well, I've only got a very cheap
frame,” confessed Rawson, “and the
pictures in this study look too good
for my frame to be hung alongside

em.”

asked Smythe.

“You see, it is modest,” said Smythe.
“In these days of workin-class swank,
it is really refreshin’ to come across a
horny-handed son of toil who is modest.
Now, which of your relations is a
scavenger, Rawson?”

“None at all, as it happens.” ¥

“You wouldn't be ashamed of one if
he happened to be a scavenger?™

“No. Why should I?”

“Echo answers, why?” said Smythe
urbanely. “Now we want to know all
about your father. Has he given up
drink yet?”

“He's a teetotaller.”

“Quite a model

plumber!” said

Smythe.
“Carpenter,” said Rawson.
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“Yaas, I mean carpenter. Now, the
next que;lmn is, how long has he been

“out of “herc?"
« Priso
Rnwsons eyes glinted.

“My father has never been in
prison," he said quietly. “What do
you mea

“Nevcr been in prison!” exclaimed
Smyme. in astonishment. “You don't

say sol”

“I do say so!”

“Well, well, there’s somethin’ very
wrong with the way the police do their
bizney, then,” said Adolphus, shaking
his head. “I'm sure he ought to have
been in prison lots of times!”

“And why?” sald Rawson, still very
quietly.

“Why? Because he's a no-<lass
blackguard, the same as his hopeful
son,” n. mythe with a drawl
#That's i

Rawson dxd not speak for a moment.

p to this point he had been in doubt
whemer the elegant Adolphus was
merely pulling his leg in fun. But
there was no fun in Adolphus’ brutal
remark about his father.

‘The scholarship boy stepped towards
the Shell fellow, with a look in his
eyes that Adolphus did not quite like.

“Youve no right to say things like
that about my father,” said Rawion.

“By gad!”

“It's a mean and rotcen thlng to
say,” continued “1 ou
meant it only in fun, Im wnll nw to
look it over; but domt do it agein,
please!”

i Are you glvin’ me crders?” yawned
Adolp
shy “Not xactly; bus T mean what 1

::Cheel.y cad!” said Townsend.

I don't think that's fair,” sa.xd
spe:smnhk“’i%t“m\l;m“c like him

e abo .
Would yous” ut  your iat‘uer,

“My father's

a bit diff T
yours, T hoger ifferent from

said Townsend con-
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temptuously. “Don’'t you speak of n
father, you outsider!” E

Smythe. “They think they're as goo
as we are, you know—they do, &l
solutely. Now, this blackguard—"

“Don’'t call me names, please,” sai
Rawson.

“T'll call you what I like, you—yous
thing!” said Adolphus, with ineffableg
contempfh “Tll wipe my boots on you
if I like!”

“Have ’em cleaned afterwards if yo

hostility in every face. His ruddy face
p’x‘ed a little.

I don’t see what you want to tal
to me like this for,” he said. “I didn'd
mean to offend anybody here!” |

“You are an offence in yourselfy
dear boy,” said Smythe.
our eyesight, you know. 3
thing you can do is to go. back to Ll.
workhouse you belong tol”

“I don't belong to a workhouse!™

“Your father ought to have hadj
more sense than to send you here,'}
continued Smythe, unheeding. “I sup§
pose it was sheer ignorance and cheel
You father, dear boy, is nothin’ loss
than a revoltin’ blackguard!”

Smack!

Rawson’s open hand smote the lordly
Adolphus across the cheek, and
staggered backwards with a sharp yel 1p,
very much like a dog suddenly trodden§

“By—by gad!” he gasped.

“I warned you,” said Rnwson
chap can speak of my father
without getting my fist in !us face.
And if you want any more, I'm ready
for you!”

“Why, I—I'll smash you!” shricked:
Adolphus. 4

“I don’t want to hurt you,” said
Rawson. “I'm stronger than you are, i
and T don’t want to hammer you; but

Smythe

He had no time for more.
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o hl-ll \ws springing at him lixe
g e s red gn by Townsend &
gered back as he
t and left full in
the face. raightened up at once,
however, his eyes blazing. His right
arm came out, and his fist smote
Adolphus full on his narrow chest, and
the great Adolphus went to the floor
on his back with a_crash that almost

mede the study shake.

CHAPTER 13,
Scornied by the Nuts!
- AROOQH!”
Y Such was the undignified re-
mark of the great Adolphus as
he assumed a still more undignified
potmon on the study carpet.

Townsend & Co. made a simul-
taneous move forward. The rules of
fair play did not trouble much the
noble nuts of Rookwood. But they
paused again. They did not like Raw-
son’s look, And it occurred to them
that there was terrific force behind
the blow that had streiched Adolphus
Smythe on his back.

“Better not touch me!” said Raw-
son quietly, facing the half-dozen
Jjuniors without flinching. * “I don’t
want a row with anybody, but if you
touch me I shall hit out hard.”
wnsend curled his lip and stepped
Topham helped the gasping
Adolphus to his feet.

Adolphus leaned on him heavily. He
was utterly knocked out by that single
blow. He had not the slightest desire
to come to close quarters with Rawson

w:a

gad,” he gasped, “I wish you
Joy ot (hab fellow in your study,
Towny 1”
“If you \want any more, I'm ready,
s'ud Rawsol v € i
o't come near me! I decline
to have anythin’ to do with you!”
said Smythe, “I refuse to touch you!
Efouxe not fit for a gentleman to
ouch! I'm sorry to say, Towny, that

B
b3
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I can't visit this study aga\n s0 long
as that—that person is herel!”

Smythe staggered to the door. Raw-
son looked at him curiously, and burst
into a_laug] Until he bad entered
the aristocratic circle of the nuts of
Rookwood, such a case of utter funk
had never come to his knowledge.

Townsend & . looked rather
dubious. It was all very well to say
that_the outsider was not fit to touch,
but it could not be concealed that the
chief of the nuts had funked in the
most outrageous manner. The new
junior certainly required licking and
putting into his place by drastic
measures.  But the task was beyond
the powers and the courage of Adol-
phus, and none of the nuts felt in-
clined to take it on in his place.

Rawson checked his laugh.

“I'm sorry this has happened, you
fellows,” he said, with an appealing
look at Townsend & Co. “You could
see that it wasn't my fault.”

“Don't speak to us, you cad!

“Whut. are you calling me names

oy
)

“Look here!” said Topham. “We
don't want you in this study. Never
mind why. We don't like your sort.
We want you to get out of it.”

“T'll do that willingly enough lf
there's another study I can go into.”

;;You can find that out for your-
self.”

“That's just what I can’t do. The
other fe.lo\\s might cut up rusty, just
the same.”

“I rather think they would,” sneered
Peele, “Let me catch you in my
study, that's all!”

“Well I shall have to stay here,
then.”

“So you won’t go?” said Townsend.

“No, I won't! I can’t!”

“Well, we can’t put you out, as
Bootles put you in,” said Townsend.
There were other reasons why the new
junior could not be put out, but Town-
send did not n.m to those. *If you're
cad enough to stay where you're not
wanted, I suppose yowil do 'S
what we ‘n.‘,ht expect from your sort.”
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«Just what wé might expect,” said

'opham. a3

“I dont see what else I can do,”
sald Rawson.

“Well, you can understand this—you
can stay In this study if you're beast
enough, but don’t speak to us. We bar
your sort.”

“All right. I won't speak to you,”
said Rawson quietly. “I think you
might be a bit more civil; but it'’s your
own business. But look here, don’t
call me names any more, or there will
be a row. I don't like it.”

“Do you think we care what you
like?” sneered Topham.

Rawson did not answer,

Peele, who

“Rotten outsider!”

Rawson turned towards hi

“You heard what I suid"’ he ex-
claimed.

“Don’t talk to me!”
backmg away a little.

“You were talking to me” said
Rawson, “and ouu take back what
yuudsmd or eIse yowll put up your

His silence

said Peele,

“I don’t fight with your sort!” said
Peele disdainfully.

“Nor with any sort, I expect, if you
can sneak out of it,” said Rawson. “I
think you're a rotter, myself, and you'll
take back what you said, or there’ll be
trouble!”

““Ta-ta, Towny!” said Peele, turning
towards the door. “‘See you later.”

Ak grip on his collar swung him

ack.
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Peele’s nose to his left hand,
clenched his right and raised it.
nuts exchanged glances, and hun
back. ey remembered too clear]

“Led go!” moaned Peele. “Ovw—ot
—cw I—I take back what I said. Le

Pawsou released him. k
can cut off,” he said scorny

fully. “Blessed if I ever saw such
white rabbit of a fellow! Why, you'§
bigger than I am!” 3
Peele did not reply. He limped of
of the study, clasping his nose
anguish, Townsend & Co., with scorn
ful glances at the new junior, followg

im.
study. The imended rag had certain
i

But Rawson did not look very checf
“My wurd"’ he murmured. *7Thi
is a go!

For some minutes he stood quiet,”
cloud upon his brow. Then he shoal
himself, as if shaking off unplcasan
thoughts, and began to unpack
books. Meanwhile, a crowd of Classic:
had surrounded Townsend & Co. dov
stairs, to.inquire what the scholarship
bounder was like, and how they we
getting on with him.

Townsend's description of him was}
quite lurid. E

The new fellow was a pertﬂcf, ruffia

to

“Let go, you low hound!”
Peele.

Rawson let go the collar, and shifted
his grip to Peele’s nose. It seemed to
the unbappy nut that his nose was
enclosed in the grip of a vice, and the
waler streamed into his eyes.

“Gruouh"‘ Peele gurgled. “Led go
by dose!”

.+ ¥ou know what you've got to do.”

Help me, you fellows! Drag that
Tuffian ofi1” gasped Peele.

Townsend & Co. advanced irreso-

lutely.  Rawson changed his grip on

veracmus Towny. ‘They had treate
him as decently as it was possible td
treat such a fellow, :md he had startedy

they had decided to ignore him, asd
the best way of dealing with such an}
utter cad.

The Classicals believed as much as.
they chose of Townsend & Co.’s narra-
lion. What could not be doubted wasj
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lhat Smythe of the Shell had had the
orst of an encounter with him, and
hat Peele’s nose was crimson, and that
e was moaning nasally over it in his
‘uT{{me was a general buzz of interest
vhen, about half an hour later, the
hew junior came down into the Com-
He was looking about him,

S

“Hallo!” called out Oswald. ‘“Here
vou are, kid!  This is the Common-
roomz! No charge for admission!”

Rawson brightened up at that cordial
sreeting. It dawned upon him that all
he Rookwood fellows were not cast on
he lines of Townsend & Co.

“Come on, you fellows!” said Town-
send. “If that person’s goin’ to be here,
this is no place for us!”

The nuts marched off, past Rawson,
fwho stood ifn astonishment. €;

casting glances of ineffable disdain at
Rawson, and filed out of the Common-

m.

Dick Oswald burst into a laugh.
Rawson ejaculated:

“My eye!”

CHAPTER 1.
The Right Sort!

ke LESSED if I hadn't forgotten!”
Tca was over in the end
tudy, and the Fistical Four
ad s(a_\‘led on their preparation, when
immy Silver made that sudden re-
nark. Lovell looked uj
‘:Whac is it?
No.  That new chap.

up,
), e asked.

1;;Oh that new chapl What about
“Well, I haven't seen him,” said
immy. “I was going to speak to him,

ut I forgot all about it at the footer.
\\ondex how he'’s got on?”

“I dare say he's got on all right. Get
N with ,your prep. We're a bit late

lx
And don't jog the table, fathead!”
aid Raby, as Jimmy Silver rose. “You
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know that leg always goes when you
touch the ble<sed table.’

“Rawson might help us with that,”
smd Jimmy, “after prep.”

ere are you going?”

“Well, the kids in Towny’s study.
May as well gwe him a look in.”

Lo wll grinng

“There’s been trouble already,” he
sa2id. “I've heard from Hooker that
Rawson p\m(‘.hed Smythe of the Shell,
and pulled Pcele’s nose.”

“‘Well, Peele’s nose has wanted pull-
ing a 10ng time. T don't th
worse of him for that,”
Jimmy. “I dare say Peele shoved it
in where it wasn’t wanted.”

“There’s a set against him in the
Fourth,” said Newcome. *“Oswald told
me the nuts all walked out of the
Common-room when he came in with
their noses in the air.”

“Silly asses!”

“Towny and Toppy swear they
won't share his study. They're going
to dig, with Peele so long as he stays

ere.
‘“All the more room for him,”
Jimm; “I'd rather have a study t
myse]i than whack it out with Towny
and Top,

“Look here." said Lovell grimly, as
““None of your

Eh? What little games?”

“We're four in this study already,

and we re not going to make it five!”
y Silver laughed

“I‘m not, going to plant him on you,
old kid. I'm just going to have a look
at mm. and if hes decent I'm going
to be civil to him.

Jimmy walked nlcn" the passqge to
No. 4, and tapped at the doo;

’ sald a voice he did not
know, ev:dently Rawson’s.

Jimmy opened the doo;

Rawson was alone in Lhe study, at
work at the table. He was looking a
little downcast, and evidently troubled
over his work. There was no sign of
Townsend or Topham, and a geod mairy,

<md
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of their belongings were gone from the
room.

Rawson: looked rathcr grimly at the
captam of the Fourt

? Take a g

“A—a good look?”
not ccmprchendinr’

“Yes."

! he said.
repe.n,ed Ji uumy,

“I don't qu:tc catch on. I suppose

,,fou re Rawson?”
“Yes, I'm Rawson.
look, and clear!”

“Would you mind explaining what
you're driving at?” asked Jimmy Silver
politely. “I came in to speak a civil
word to you. If you don't like the idea,
Il clear off fast enough. You won't
have to tell me twice.”

Rawson rose to his feet. His honest
eyes met Jimmy Silver’s very frankly.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “No offence.
But a lat of fellows have beei opening
the door and staring in at me, as if
were an animal from the Zoo. and I
thought you wcre one more.”

“‘Oh, 1 seel” Jimmy Silver frowned.
“I'm afraid youw'll have a rather rotten
idea of Rookwood manners, Rawson.”

“It isn’t quite like I expected,” said
Rawson candidly. “I thought every-
body at a big school like this would
have very nice manners, and be as
polite as a prince. But quite a lot of
them aren't so well mannered as the
chaps at the Council School I used to

to!”

Take a good

o

“There are oll sorts,” explained
Jimmy “You'll find the fcllows here
much the same as fellows everywhere
else—perhaps a bit more narrow-
minded, some of them; but that's not
r fault. Only don't jump to
on that we're all like Towny

How are you getting on

and Tﬂpp)
with your prep?”

. “Prep?” repeated Rawson hesitat-

“Preparation, I mean. You know we
to prepave lessons for the morn-

ing

“¥es; Mr Bootles told me, and he
said my study-mates would show me
what was to be done,” said Rawson
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ruefully. “But they won', though,
I can’'t ask them, after the row w
had. I km)\v it's Ceesar, so I'm doin
my besl.”

“Towny is a wormm, and Toppy i
another worm!” said Jimmy. “They
might have told you. You're yards
off thc right part. Let me put you onj

it

“You're jolly good!” it
“How do you get on with Lntm"”
asked Jimmy.
“Pretty well. It was a subject in the
examination for the Founders' Scholal
s‘uip. you know.” |
You were @ lucky bargee to
that.”

“Yes; 1t was luck—and jolly hard]
work,” said Rawson. “I shouldn’t cv
have done it if it hadn’t been for tI
dad. I used to work at it in his worke]
shop, while he was planing and saw-f
ing, you know, and he'd leawe Off

o

a good bit himself on purpose to helpg
me; but it wasn’t only that, it
feeling that somebody was pleased al
my getting on.” Raiwson paused, ang
coloured deeply. “But I suppose
oughtr't to speak about all that here?
“Why not?” said Jimmy.
“Well, the fello
paused, and smiled.
time geiling used to this place. IH
thought everybody at a Public schoold
was a gentleman. You see, T've nevel
entered one before to-day.
Ju;:my Silver bnx=b into a heart

Ws—" Rawsong
“I shall be a lon

“Havenb you met any gentleme
here yet?” he asked. ]
“Well, not at first; but there w:
one in the Commonroom—a fai

haired chaj
““That’s Oswald. Any more?”
“And an Irish chap. The others I've

e right, my son,” said Jimmy;}
“Gentlemen aren’t as commong
as blackberries, and they're not madef]
by money and expensive clothes, andj
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ropping their ‘g’'s’ But when you've
one your prep, come along to the end
tudy, and you'll see some more—three
[ the best—four, counting myself. By
e way, have you got any tools with

d.

nything rotten in my hav-
ng scine tools with me?” he asked, in
Jow voice, “I—I saw no harm in it.
1 fond of carpentry, and I thought I
t Go some here in my own room.”
~Of course there’s no harm in it,”
aid Jimmy, in estonishment. “Who
aid there was?”

“well, Smythe said—— But never
nind!  Why did you ask me?” asked’
aw
“Because our table’s got a gammy
leg, and I thought you might lend us
hand getting it fixed, if you don’t
nind. ' We've tackled it, but it was N.G.
thought you’d know something about
d of bizney,” explained Jimmy.
m's face brightened up wonder-

“I'Nl be jolly glad!” he exclaimed.
“Right-hol Come along when you've
finished, and bring your tools,” said
imm

““What-ho!”

Jimmy Silver returned to the end
ludy,

CHAPTER 15.

Rawson Hakes Friends!
K OME in!” sang out four voices in
unison, about an hour later, as
a tap came at the door of the

nd study.

Jimmy~ Silver & Co. had finished
leir prep, and Raby was making toffee
t the study fire. The door opened,
nd Rawson stepped in with a very red

ce, and a bag in his hand.
He was plainly very nervous. It was
rious’ that the new boy, though he
uld face open hostility with unflinch-
g courage, felt awkward and nervous
the face of friendliness from fellows
1;\‘%’(111. as yet, he did not half-under-
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“Here you are,” said Jimmy Siiver
cheerily. “This is Rawson, you chaps—
Lovell, Raby, Newcome! Got the tools
in that bag?”

““Yes,” said Rawscn.

“Let's see them.”

‘This request on Jimmy Silver's part
was tactful. There was no better way
of putting Rawson at his ease than in
taking an interest in his 1s.

Rawson turned out his bag. The
Fistical Four examined its contents.

_“My hat, that's a ripping set!” said
Jimmy Silver.  “Beats my tool-chest
hollow, I must say. Must have cost
a lot of tin.”

“I didn’t get them all at once,” sald
Rawson. “I've used them helping my
father, you know.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Could you make a table?” asked
Lovell, with interest.

Rawson grinned.

“Yes, I could, and chairs, too!” he
said.

“My hat!”

“You get on with the toffee, Raby,
and we'll see to the table,” said Jimmy
Silver. “Turn it over.”

The table was cleared and up-ended.
The juniors gathered round it, and the
“gammy” leg was _seriously examined.
It had caused the Fistical Four no end
of trouble, in spite—or perhaps because
of—the fact that they had made in-
cessant attempts to mend it by driving
long nails into it. The array of nails
gave it, in the affected part, somewhat
of the appearance of cheveux de frise.
Rawson could not help grinning as he
looked at it.

«I put most of those nails in,” said
Lovell. “Jimmy put in some. I think
Jimmy’s nails made it a bit more rocky
than it was before.”

“Why didn’t you try screws?” asked

Rawson.

“Well. we hadn’t any screws, and be-
sides, Jimmy’s screwdriver is busted.”

“Does it want screws?” asked New-
come.

“Two four-inch will do it,” said Raw-
son. “I shall have to get these nails
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out first, though, if you don't mind,”
he adced.

“Go ahead, my son.”

“And I shall want & \vcdge Jjust here,
too. You sce, the top of Lhe tablc leg
ha< been worn away by:-

o0 many nails!” gnnned Jimmy
silver. “I told you a lor. of times you
were overdoing it, Lovell!”

“It wasn't my mnails that overdnd
it,” said Lovell “I know that.”

Oswald opened the door and looked
in, with Flynn.

“That toffee done yet?”
“Hallo! Are you breaking
happy home?"”

No; mending it!” said Jimmy.
“Come in and watch. The toffee will
he done by the time the mending’s

he asked.
up the

“R)ghf you are!”

Rawson set cheerfully to work. The
juniors sat round on the overturned
table and the floor watching. Rawson
extracted the nails with the pincers,
and with a strength of wrist the juniors
noticed. There was a sudden excla-
mation from the passage, and Town-
send looked in. Townsend stared at
the scene in amazement.

“So you've taken up that outsider
cad, Jimmy Sllver!"” he exclaimed.

Jimmy Silver did not reply. He
gripped a cushion that lay near, and it
whizzed through the open doorway. It
caught Townsend under the chin, and
fairly bowled him over. There was a
lollxld bump in the passage, and a loud
yell.

Rawson’s ears burned, but he gave
no other sign of having heard Town-
send’s words. Townsend did not re-
turn to repeat them. He limped away
down the passage, mumbling, and his
limp became a wild rush when Jimmy
Silver stepped out Lo field the cushion.

Townsend fled down to the Common-
room. to inform the nuts, with thrilling
and breathless indignation, that the
outsider was in Jimmy Silver's study,
and that the iniquitous Jimmy was
palling with him. Topham immedi-
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ately proposed raiding the study, 3
giving_the Fistical Four the ragging
their lives; but when he looked ro
for supporters, he failed to catch ai
body's eye. Silent contempt was sl
the watchword of the nuts, and it wi
a great deal more comfoitable thi
facing the knuckles of the Fistical For

Meanvwhile, the carpentry in the
study was proceeding apace. All
nails having been removed—a son
what lengthy task—Rawson seb
work on the table-leg. With a tenol
saw he removed the shattered porti
—shattered by too liberal an allowa:
of nails—and fitted in a wedge, Whi
he had made the exact shape and si;
required—how, the watching Jjuni
hardly knew.

“Now hold it,” he smd placing
renovated leg in positio:

‘There were many hands ready
hold it. Rawson drove in a gimlet,
then placed a screw in position,
drove it. Driving a four-inch scrg
into hard wood was not easy,
Rawson’s wrist seemed to be of iron.
showed no sign of aching as the lo
screw was steadily driven home.
the other screw was put in, and Ra
son rose to his feet, and collected
tools in his bag.

“I think that’ll be all right,”
marked.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell grasped
table, and whirled it over and stood
upon its legs. It stood like a I«
Certainly it was “2il right!”

Lovell jumped on the table, to put
to the test, and it stood firm and sol
under him. He jumped down in g
delight.

L Toppmg 1" he exclaimed.

Jimmy Silver clapped Rawson on
shoulder. .
Thanks awifully, o

‘ Splendid!
fellow!”
“TDﬁees ready!” said Raby.
and so are we!” smd Flyn!

re,

“Sure, the table doesn’t rock at all,
all, and it's a jewel ye are, Rawsoq
and, sure, I'll ask ye to lend me a ha
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with my 1.mchau‘ to-morrow, if ye'll
o so kind!”

:1(1 the chums of the Fourth sat
down clicerily to Raby’s toffee, and it
was quite a merry little party in the
end study—the muttering, dissatisfied
"‘n.‘ts " heing totally forgotten. Raw-
son’s face was very bright and happy.
H; fust evening at Rookwood, after
roms of the happiest of his

CHAPTER 16,
Towny Knows What to Do!
HUSH! Here’s Jimmy Silver!”
Jimmy Silver heard that
hurried whisper as he came

into the junior Common-room.
Jimmy had come in to look for his

chumns, Lovell and Raby and Newcome
of the Fourth. The Co. were not there.
Towinsend and Topham and Peele were
there, talking in low tones, and chuck-
ng a arently over some good joke.
Bub as Townsend whispered his
warning, the three juniors became
silen:
Jimmy Silver glanced at them sus-
piciously.
“Hallo! What's that I'm not to
hea he demanded.

e afternoon, ain't it?” said
end blandly.
lhat are you three slackers

weather—what?” said

And Townsend & Co. chortled.
Jumny Silver sniffed.

“Youre plotting something, I can
Sce that,” he said. “I suppose ib's
Something up against that new kid,
Rawson. "Look out for a thick ear
apicee, thal’s all”

And Jimmy Silver, with a disdainful
snorl, walked out of the Common-
roon,
2 “Rotter1” said Peele. “As captain
gﬂ the Fourth, Jimmy Silver ought to
Mdplac\m' us up against that new
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‘‘He ought, but he won't,” said Town-

send. “But that doesn't make any

dxﬁercnce to us. Rawson's got to nave

“Yes, rather!” said Topham.

“It would do the cad gocd to ha\'
a hckm !I” remarked Peele. *“But—

But——"" sald Townsend.

“But. » gaid Topham.

The three nuts of the Fourth lcoksd
at one another very doubtfully. L;ck'
ing Rawson, the outsider, was
splendid idea—it would undoubtedly do
him good, from the point of view of
the nuts. But there were certain diffi-
culties in the way.

“He really ain’t fit to touch!” saild
Townsend, after a pause. “It would be
lowerin’' to a chap’s dignity.”

“Infra dig, by gad!” said Topham.
“I don't care to soil my hands on him,
for one!”

“He's rather a strong beast, tool”
said Peele thoughtfully.

“Of course, that's got nothin’ to do
with it!” said Townsend loftily.

“Ahem! Of course nct!” said Peele
hastily.

“Besides, my dodge is really a better
one. The cad is as peor as a church
mouse. Look at the clothes he wears!”

“Horrid!”

“The cut of his trousers is enough
to make a fellow ill—it is, really, you
know. I believe some old aunt of his
makes them. I don’t believe the rotter
has a tailor at all!”

“And he's got the cheek to come to
Rookwe
side, too! ’Twouldnt, be so bad if he
were on the Modern side!”

“well, to come back to our mutton,”
said Townsend. “The cad is out now,
and we've got a chance. He’s got the
cheek to share our study, and his things
are there. It will be as easy as fallin®
off a form to muck them up. Bet you
ninepence to fourpence that his people
haven't the money to buy him a fresh

it

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“That’s goin’ to be a bezinnin',” said
Townsend. “After that. we'll deal

g
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with his clobber.
suits of clor.hes—
“Ha, h:

Hc?s only got two

“We can get at his Sunday suit any
time, and well deal wil he other
while he’s in bed one night—what?”

“Rippin’l”

“Come on, then!” said Townsend.
*“We'll have a little surprise ready for
hlmi when he comes into the study
again

The three nuts chuckled, and left the
Common-room.

“Hallo! Here he Is!” said Topham.

Rawson of the Fourth was in the

pas:

“Seen Jimmy Silver?”
the three nuts passed him.

Townsend and Topham and Peele
appeared to be deaf. They walzed on
without being aware, apparcnily, of
the existence of Tom Rawson.

flush came into Rawson’s checks.

It died away, and a cloud settled
over his brow as he watched the nuts
of Rookwood disappear up the stair-
case. He drove his hands deep into
his pockets, and tramped out into the
quadrangle.

he asked, as

CHAPTER 17,
A Row with the Moderns!

e EEP smiling!”
K Jimmy Silver greetcd the

scholarship junior cheerily, as
he spotted him in the quadrangle.

Rawson was tramping along moodily,
his hands in his pockets. He looked
up, colouring, as Jimmy greeted him.

Rawson had been only a few days at
Rookwood, but he had already found
his path a thorny one there.

Jimmy rather liked Rawson, but he
would probably not have come much
in contact with him, In the ordin’\ry
way. But he made it a poin!
out of his way to be friendly with hiru.
to make up for the shortcomings of
some others of- the Rookwood fellows.

What's the trouble?” asked Jimmy
sﬂ\er, stopping Rawson in the quad.

'm looking for those duffers in my
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study; but I can sp:ue a minute.
your Uncle James!”
R'ston nn
“Nof thmg " he sald.
‘““Has Bootles been giving you lines?]
nsxed Jimmy.
**Oh, no!”
"Knowles been cuffing you?”

“No.

“Nothing at all the matter—what?’l

"’I'ne v. are you lookln’ like
boiled owl foﬂ" asked Jim

Rawson laughed.

“I—I didn't mean to look like 4
boiled owl,” he said. “I don't quit
know what a boiled owl looks ch
t's nou:dng Hi
the fenows in

Tcf

—1—
paused.
study wont spc ak

1 the better for you " sald Jimm;
"Towny and Toppy are a pair of first
class duffers, and they t: &lk like idiots
It must be a relief not to get any o
their conversation. They only tall
about geegees—and dead certs, too!”

“It isn’t that,” sald Rawson moodily
“But a fellow doesn’t like to be though
an outsider, even by a pair of fool:
like Townsend and Topham. I've beej
civil to them—the best I know how!”

“That was a mistake,” said Jimm,;
gravely. “I'd advise you to knock thel!
heads together. Then they'd say some:
thing, you bet!”

“I suppose they would,” sald Rawso
laughing. “But I won't do it. Per:
haps they’ll come round in time—]
hope sa.”

m,

Jimmy Silver.
the flowers in May Lh

“You're awfully good"'
son gratefully. “If all the fellows her
were like Townsend I shouldn't muw
like to stay.

“If they were all like Townscnd, deal
boy, I should not want to stay hert
myself. Don’t think about the
asses; they Te not worth it. Do ¥
play foo

A llttle "
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ne down to Ltﬂe Side, and
¢ you can do.”

brightened up. Jimmy
gonem‘ﬂy had a brightening
b up'n fellows when they were
down in . He helped them
w u)) Lo his own motto of “Keep

“Then €ox
well 500 ¥

B

Lo and Raby and Newcome were
discovered in the tuckshop, and Jimmy
routed them out, and the chums of the
Fourth wenb down to the footer. Fiynn
and Oswald and Joncs minor were
there, and they nodded cheerily to the
new boy.  All tne better fellows in the
Classical Iourth Rawson, and
snobs were in a minerity, which made
them rather more than less unpleasant.

A Modern Junior was looking on,
with his hands in his pockets—Leggett
of the Fourth. Leggett’s lip curled as

he gaw Rawson with the Fistical Four.
“Hallo, young Shavings!” he re-
marked.

“Hallo, yeu Modern worm!” said

Rawson cheerfully.

“Got hammer and tacks about
you?” asked Leggett, with great
humour.

“No,” said Rawson. “But if you

want any hammering done I've got a
set of knuckles here, and youre wel-
come to them, Leggett.”
He waiked up to Leggett as he spoke.
The Modern Jjunior backed away.
Leggett wasn't a fighting-man. His
tongue was acid; but his fists were not
ab all dangerous.
Keelp away from me, you low cad!"
sei
# “Clear that Modern worm out!” said
mmy Silver. “What's a Modern cad

‘flﬂén“‘ here, anyway? They can't play

he

anas. ¢f!” roared Leggett.
Ut the Clagsical juniors, laughing,
gl;rommca him, and he was whirled off
Fca yelling.
T0Z’s march
car, hear!”

sald Lovell.

L“Tp‘ b“”D, bump!

oaring, was frog’s marched
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off the footer-ground. His roars rang
far and wide.
“Yah!  Leggo! Classical
ue! Rescue, Moderns!”
There was a shout from the distance,
and Tommy Dedd & Co., the herees of
the Modern Fourth, rushed to the

cads!

o}
5

escue.
“Buck up, Classics!” shouted Jimmy
Silver

“Down with the Moderns!”

“Give the spalpeens jip!”

Let Leggett go!” shouted Tommy
grasping the cad of the Fourth
nch him away. “Pile in, you
T a1 lick those Classical
duninies!”

“Yarooh!” roared Leggett. “Leggo!”

here was a wild and whirling
combat round the unhappy Leggett.
Tommy Dodd and Toemmy Cook grasped
his head and shoulders to wrench him
away, but Lovell and Jimmy Silver had
his legs, and held on like grim death.

Leggett's last state was worse than
his_first.

Between his friends and his focs he
had a terrific time. And as the rivals
of Rookwood closed in combat with a
p, hkoth parties trampled over
. More Moderns rushed up, how-
ever, and Jimmy Silver & Co. were
driven back.

+Rescue, Classicals!” shouted Jimmy.

“Ca ve! There's Bulkeley!” gasped

Osy 5
Bul}:eley of the Sixth was bearing
down on the scene. The two parties
separated as if by magic. They did
not want to argue mm the capt.ain ot
ocl;'ﬁood Jimmy  Silver Co.

dded back to the footer cld and
me Moderns bore Leggett off, rescued,
and in great triumph

CHAPTER 18, ¥
Legzett Is Sorryl
ONE them!” gasped Tommy
Dodd, as the Moderns came
pwmmg to a halt cutside Mr.
Manders’ ouse.



36
“Not that Leggett was worth the
trouble,” sald Tommy Cook. *What

was the row about, Leggett?”
Leggett gasped for breath.
“Grooh hooh, hooh! Oh dear!
bumped all over! Oh! Ow!
“All in the day's work,” eaid Tommy
Dodd comfortingiy. *‘We've rescucd
ou. haven't we? What are
grousing about?”
“You smy ass, you ncarly lugged my

I'm

s 0
"Weu. 1 had to get hold of you somc-
where to get you away from Jimmy
Stlver hndn't 2"
“That fathead Doyle trod on my

. “Sure. I thought 1 was treading on
something!"” sald Tommy Doyle. *Was
it you, Leggett darling?”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

“And that idiot Towle kicked my
ankle!” groaned Leggett.

*“Might have been your nose!” said
Towle

‘*Oh, rats! Oh, dear!”

"But what was the row about?”
asked Tommy Dodd curiously. *You
generally kcep clear of rows, Leggeit.”
was chipping that new

*Do you mean Rawson?”

“Yes,” groaned Leggett, “that filthy
outsider I thougit they'd all be down
on mm <ume as I was; but Lhey backed

u nstead. Ow! Owl”

Ch)p],mg him about being a Clas-
sical, do you mean?”

*No, fathead; about being & scholar-
ship bounder,” growled Leggett.

Tommy Dodd's eyes gleamed.

“You can leave that sort of thing to
Towny and Topm\m and the Classical
snobs,” hy We don't want that
on the Modem side.”

“Oh, rats

“So you were setting up to be a :nob
in your old age, Leggett!" went on
Tommy “I don't see’ what 8 crawl-

about, but I know jolly well Lhan we're
not golng to have any Classical rot on

Vi N

you
of
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the Modern side.
Rawson.”

“What?” howled Legge!

“Or youll be kicked wuml the quad
Your.;é]l:‘ take your choice.”

Youll apologise LQ|

“I mean

for belng a Classical, that's all in the
game. But don't hit below tie belt.”

“I'll do as I like, confound you!"

“That's just where you maxe 2 mis-
take,” grinned Tommy “You
won't du as you like, youu do as I
like.  Savvy?”

Leggett scovulcd and swung away to-
wards the House.

Tommy Dodd mmpﬂy gnppud him

the shoulder lnd WU back.

“!At go!” shouted l..eogeu runously.

‘““Take his other arm, Tominy Doyle!”
I don't like touching the rep-
tile, Tommy Dodd, but INl do it to
ob}}ﬁ you;:'

ol

“This way!” sald Tommy Dodd.

Between the two Tommies, Leggett
was marched off, wriggling. Tommy
Cook followed behind, helping Leggett
with his boot when he hung back. The
little party marched on the football-
ground, where the Classicals were punt-
ing a ball about.

“Blessed If those Modern worms ain’t
coming oack!” exclaimed Raby. “Give
m soc ulkeley's gone in.”

“Pax!" called out Tommy Dodd.

Bilver

IS

repme hcm Im' chen? Take him away §
mml

and
“He to Rawson,
und we'l xe seemz Nm lhrough.
Oh, Jimmy. “I scel Here,

l
"I don t1” yelled Leggett.
hc does; that's only h!s way of
meng l?' said Tommng‘odd calmly.
“We're golng to help zeb it out
by tweaking his nose—like t!
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«yarcoh!”

Rawson came up, looking puzzled.
Ho> stared at the three Tommies and
stared at the writhing, wriggling cad
of the Fourth.

ayhat's wanted?” he asked.

«Leggctt wants to apologise for being
a howling cad,” explained Tommy
Dodd. “Go ahead, Leggett!”
+1 won't!” shrieked Leggett.
weads !

Teggett uttered a fiendish yell. There
was a howl of laughter from the

assicals.  They had never seen an
; offered under such peculiar
conditions before,

“Ppile in, Leggy!” said Tommy Doyle.
“Get it over! Sure, ye're wasting
time!"

“Repeat after me,” sald Tommy
Dodd. “I, Luke Leggett, am sorry I
acted like a dirty, crawling worm and
a Classical snob—"

“Here. draw it mild!” sald Lovell

“I'm referring to Townsend, dear
boy. Go it, Leggett. If a litle tweak
vill help you get it out—"

o1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*I—I—I—" stuttered the infuriated
Lezgatt. “I—I'm sorry I acted like &
iy, crawling worm and a—a Classi-
cal snob! Ow! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There!” said Tommy Dodd. “Thal's
the proper style. Leggett can’t help
being a disgrace to Rookwood, but he
knows how to apologise, you see. Now,
cut off, you rotter, and we'll race you
to the Modern side. Every time we get
Near ecnough, we shall kick hard, so
Dut your beef into it!”

Lezgett started off at top speed, with
the three Tommies in hot pursult. Leg-
%elt ran his hardest; but each of the
b }?mm)es got in a couple of kicks before
4 ¢ unfortunate cad of the Fourth
e?daed into Mr. Manders’ House, and

Seaped

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

’dee might try that dodge on Towny
O o Toppy,” he said thoughtfully.
seems to work well with Leggett.”
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“Ha, ha, hal”

And the Classical juniors, grinning,
returned to the footer practice. And,
much to Jimmy Silver’s satisfaction,
Rawson showed that he knew how to
play the game, and Rawson, too, was
delighted when he learned that he was
1o be put down at once as a reserve for
the Classical junior eleven.

CHAPTER 19,
The Turning of the Wormi
AWSON came into his study some
time later, looking very ruddy
and cheery. He had kept away
from the footer hitherto, apprehensive
of rebuffs from the Classical fellows.

Although Rawson was very quiet and
very calm, he was sensitive, and the
unreasoning prejudice of the Classical
snobs hurt him. But his welcome on
the footer-ground by Jimmy Silver &
Co. had cleared off his doubts on that
score, and the prospect of taking a
regular part in the junior games
clated him. The practice in the keen
fresh air had done him good, too, and
he was fecling unusually cheerful as he
came in. He had had tea in the end
study with the Fistical Four—a very
cheery meal ¥

The brightness faded out of his face
a little, however, as he entered his own
study to do his preparation. Town-
send and Topham were there, at work
on their prep, and they did not look
up as he came in, and kept up their
usual appearance of being totally
oblivious of his presence.

Towny and Toppy would have been
very pleased to expel the new Junior
from the study by force of arms. But
Towny and Toppy were not fighting-
men like Flynn, and the probability
was that the sturdy Rawson could have
mopped up the study with both of them
at once.

They had adopted the safer and at
the same time more Dbitter and
malicious method of sending the new
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junfor to Coventry in his own study.
Rawson’s quarlers were nct very

chcerful, ignored by his study-mates,

looked at excepting i o
curling hp But Rawson was patient
and qulct and his patience led
study-mates to adopt harsher ma e3
than they weculd otherwisc have ven-
tured upon.

Rawson was accustomed to stony
coce in the study, breken only by
Towny and Teppy's remarks to conc
ancther. He took no nctice of the tvo,
but procecded to set about his work.
Dut an unexpected difficulty crepped
up here. To “prepare” the mo
lesson he required a Virg
ary, and his Latin Prine
were usually en the s
dizappeared now.

Unwilling to speak to the two super-
cilious _young rascals werking at the
table, Rawson looked about the study
1‘0" thc books, though lie could gucss
1y enough that Townsend and Top-
hmn had put them out of sigh

But the volumes were not (o be
d, and Lc turned to themn at last.
ave you fellows scen my books?”

foui

he
swered
TO\‘, n-

ked
Onlv the sersteh cf a pen an
him. Topham went cn writh
send went on al.uuym" I e
Rawson's che
“I want my kook
der tone.
‘“‘Pass the dic, Towny,
anparently deaf to Raws
“Here you are, old ch'\p'"
Rawsen’s eyes were gleaming, Lut hie
held back bis temper, and resumed his
search for the missing books. He found
them at last jamined behind the book-
case. As he drew them out, he utterad

he seld in 2

2 snid Topham,

o eclamation. Each of th: books had
been torn, cut, and defaced with ink.
‘They were utterly useless.

Rawson looked at the hooks almosh
At Rookwood

h tears in his eyes.
all school hoo!

CAL FOUR!
th'\m ne could net possibly do his pr

para
“Who ‘did this?” he asked, la) ing tix
defaced books
Ny

on the table.

a  rotic

Ta‘v 5enc

|hougmmﬂy
tial dative cr ablat; oL
can’t do my prep Wit
books!®” said Rawson.

Frozen silence.

Rawson’s anger was rising fast. 114
understood clearly enough the game o
the two young rascols. He ccuxd Nne
replace his books without g« to th
Form-master—and betraying i

to Mr. Beotles meant hrandin
clf as a “cneak’” v
de!:ghlcd the Roox
who were anxious to find
for their pcrsecutim But w
kooks he could not do his work, which
meant trouble in the Form-rocm in th
morning.

So_ far as Townsend and Top]
could see, Rawson was in a cicit s
and they did not sec that suld

anything. There was a surprise i
store for them.
“You hear me?” said

Rawzron

quictly. “Ican’t work without hooks
You've chosen to destroy min2. I shal

take yours!”
“Wh-at!” ejaculated To
startled into speaking.
Rawson took the dictionary that Top4
ham was consulting, and drew it tof
his own side of the table. IIe pickedy
up Townsend's Principia and Virgil
and placed them beside it. T y and
Toppy watched him, almost petrified.
“You guttersnipe!” purst out Towns
send, at last. * Give us our hooks!”
“They're my books now,” said Raw:

wnsen di

son.
“Your books!” shrieked Topham.
“Yes; you've destroyed mine, and

can have these.

Rawson pxcke"l up his torn dictionar

T'm going to use yours instead. Yol
and the worn and inky Virgil ’




nrew the first at Topham’s head, and
he second at Townsend’s.

Evidently the worm was turning!

Townsend yelled, and Tcpham
gasped and ducked.

“1m fed up with this,” continued

Rawson. “I'm using these books now.
11 let you use them when I've
finished!”

“When youwve finished!” howled

Townsend. “We've got to do our prep.”

“You should have thought of that
pefore you spoiled my books!”

“Give us our books, you rotter!”

Rawson shrugged his shoulders and
sap down to work, Towny and his
chum exchanged furious glances. Both
rose to their feet at once.

‘Are you going to hand over those
2" ‘asked Townsend in a tone of

0.

“Then we'll take them, you gutter-

snipe!

“T1 tackle either of you—I don't
mind,” sald Rawson coolly.

“Youll tackle us both together if
vou don’t hand over those books ab
once!” said Topham threateningly.
_“Both together, then,” said Rawson,
rising. “I don’t care! You won't have
%hme hooks, anyway, till I've done my
prep,

“Hand them over!”

“Rats!”

“We've got to have them, Toppy,”
said Townsend. “Collar the cadl”
_The two nuts advanced upon Rawson
Tound the sides of the table. Rawson
bushed back his cuffs calmly. The
Tuls were two to one, but they looked
2 good deal more hesitating than Raw-
son did.
th Well, come on,” said Rawson as

¢y paused and exchanged glances
Over the table.

“;\N{m you give us those books?”

T ©, I won't!”
tkjnmmsend made a grasp at the dic-
thary, Rawson caught his wrist, and
higy a twist of his sturdy arm whirled
dvay from the table.

. 90 for him, Toppy!” shouted Town-
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send desperately; and Topham spra;
upon the new jtfnior from behksxg. ng
Rawson let go Townsend and whirled -
round upon Topham. The latter, .
clutching him, was whirled off his feet.
Rawson  shortened his arm, and
delivered an upp: t inklis
of an cye, and Topham went to the
floor with a crash. %
He lay there, gasping and nursing
his jaw, feeling as if he had been sud=
denly caught by an earthquake.
Then Rawson turned upon Townsend.
The dandy of the Fourth put up his
ands to meet a driving attack..
Towny's white and delicate hands, how- -
ever, were not of much use against -
Rawson’s heavy drives. " end was:
driven right round the table, blow after
blow coming home on his face, till he
stumbled over Topham and measured
his loength on the floor.

=2

h, by gad!” gasped Townsend.
“yow-ow-oh! Keep off, you ruffian!
‘Yow-oop!”

Rawson looked down grimly on the
two nuts.

“Have you had enough?” he asked -
quietly.

“Yow-ow! Yaas!”

“Yaas, you rotter!  Yowow!”
moaned Topham, nursing his jaw.
“You hooligan! Keep offl I don’t
want anything to do with you! - Oh,
my jaw! Ohl”

“I didn’t want a row,” sald Rawson.
“You would have it.” 4

He sat down quietly at the table.

Townsend and Topham scrambled
up, Topham still holding his jaw, and
Townsend rubbing his nose. Rawson
sat with his back to them, and the two
nuts were sirongly tempted to make
an attack in the rear; but they re-
frained, not from motives of fair play,
but from a wholesome fear of the con-
sequences.

With suppressed greans, the nuts of
the Fourth limped out of the study—
to do their prep in Peele’s study, and
porrow his books. d

Rawson worked on quietly, with the
books he had taken possession of, It
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was a case of to the victor the spoils.
The “rag” had not turned out quite
as the nuts had intendad.

Peele stared at his downcast pals as
they came into his study.

What's the matter with your jaw,
Toppy?" he as ked.

Yow

“What have you Leen deoin' to your
nose, Towny?”

“Wow-wow!”

“Well, you look a merry pair,” said
Peele unsympathetically. ~“ You don't
mean say you 1~L that outsider
handle you like that

““Groogh!”

Ii was some time before the nuts felt
equal to explaining. Peele whistled as
he listened to their lugubrious ncrount.

“A regular ruffian!” he said.

ght to get Smythe to lick h|m
Smythes bigger than he is. He could
handle him if he had pluck enough!”

“He hasn't,” growled Topham.
“Rawson knocked him down the other
day, and Smythe sneaked away.”

“He might go into trainin’ for it if

we egged him on,” said Peele. “He's a
head taller than Rawson, dash it all!
Look here! There'll be no standin’ that
hooligan unless onc of our crowd can
lick him!”

“There's other ways,” said Town-
send savagely. “There’s his clobber.
We'll see what he looks like when he
gets up in the mornin’, the cad!”

And the hardly used nuts were some-
what consoled by the prospect.

CHAPTER 20.
Exchange No Rohhery !
LANG—clang—clang!
< Jimmy Silver, always the first
out of bed, turned out as the
-bell began to clang over Rook-
woed School.
Townsend and Topham, always the
last, yawned and turned over.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome_were
the next out, and Rawson. The cheery
Jjuniors splasned merrily in cold water.
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Townsend & Co. had professed (o
surprised at seeing the scholarshij
junior take a cold bath in the mor
ing. They were not quite so liberal wit]
cold - water on cold mornings them
selves.

Rawson rubbed himself dowi, glow
ing and ruddy, and began to dres:
Townsend and Topham, sitting up i
bed, winked at one another an
watched.

Rawson tock his clothes off the ch'\x
where they were neatly folded. As )
lifted them, the jackct and trouse
hung in strips in his hands. Rawso
gazed at them blankly. In the darl
hours of the night, the clothes, ha
been npped to pleces with a knife.

! s the matter?” aske
Jlmmy Sllver '\s Ra“son uttered a rvaf
of wratl

“Look at my clothes!” = -

‘““Great Scott!”

“What a rotten, dirty trick!” ex]
claimed Lovell. “Youll lxavc to p
on your Sunday bags, kid!”

Rawson nodded and went to his bo:
Townsend and Topham smiled sweet!:
A discovery awaited Rawson in his 0o;

Quietly the new junior drew ouf hi
Sunday clothes. They were ripped

Jlmmy Silver's brow grew dark as hj
looked at them, hanging in tatters il
R:lwsons hand.

“Whoever did that \\'ant&. the lickir
of his life!” he said angrily.

“Never mind,” said Rawson.

“But what are you going to wear?”

“The dear boy has only two suify
you know,” chortled Townsend. “Ha
cheese, Rawson. A chap should reall

ing at Rawson, wondering what
would do.

Rawson seemed very calin.

“You must wear something, Ral
son,” said Raby. “Ill lend you so)
clobber, if you like.”

“All sez‘ene," said Rawson.
need it.”

“I dof
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4 Bu:l \\h'\t clobber are you going to
var, then

“Townsend's.”

“What!” yclled Townsend, with a
jump. *Mine

“Yes, yours,” said Rawsen calmly.
“ Your thm"s will fit me—a bit tight,
puhaps, but I can manage.’

Do you think I <h'|u iet you touch
my clobbc, you rat?” yelled Town-
sond, bounding out of bed.

*I think you can't help it. I'm go-
ing to put on your clothes te-day, as
you've cut up mine, and I'm going to
have Topham's Sunday clothes.”

“My Sunday clothes!” shrieked Top-
ham, aghast.

“Yes, certainly.”

Rawson tcok Townsend’s elegant
“‘clobber,” and began to put them on.
There was a yell of laughter from the
Classical Fourth.

“But—but are you sure it was those
chaps cut up your clobber, Rawson?”
asked Oswald.

aite  sure. They tore up my
bogks last evening in the study—

e Another dirty trick!” smd Jimmy
Sil

“I had to take their books instead.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“I'm going to keep their books until
they buy me a fresh set,” said Rawson
quietly. “I can’t afford to buy new
ones myself. I think that's fair.”
“Fair as a die!” chuckled Flynn.
More power to your elbow!”

“Let my clothes alone!” screamed
Townsend.

Rawson went on dressing.

*Yowve got nothing to complain of,
Towny,” chuckled Jimmy Silver. “The
kid can't go down in his py]‘\mS You
ought to have expected this.”

Towny and Toppy certainly ought to
have expected it, after what had hap-
pened in the study the previous even-
ing, But they didn't. They were
thunderstruck.

“Give me my clothes!” exclaimed
Townsend, advancing upon Rawson

with his fists clenched.
Rawson put up his hands. and the
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dandy of the Fourth hacked away
promptly enough.

“You won’t have them unless you
take them,” said Rawson. “The same
applies to you, Topham. I'm going to
take your Sunday suit and lock it in
my box.”

“You
Topham.

Rawson shrugged his shoulders.

“I shall keep your clothes until you
pay for mine. My people are too poor
to be stu” for unnecessary expenses
like this!”

The Fistical Four chortled gleefully.
Rawson's drastic method of dealing
with the problem tickled their sense of
humour. It was rommate for Rawson
was a ‘“‘strong man of his
Such drastic measures had

cke by physical force.

Luckﬂy, Rawson had the physical force.

“You won’t give me my clothes?” .

pnuted Towmend,
rage.

“No

“Then Ill go straight to Bootles
and ask him to make you l"

“Sneak!” hooted FI, X

“Sneak or not that guttermlpe isn't

thievin’ scoundrel!”  yclled

stammering with

sald Jlxnmy Silver
quie “If you go to Bootles, Towny,
he wm want to know why Rawson has

taken your clothes. You know best
whether you want Bootles-to know
that youwve cut up his clobber. It
means a flogging!™

Townsend paused In his rage, that
very obvious consideration had escaped
him. But he thought of it now. The
destruction of the scholarship junior's
clothes would have been regarded very,
seriously indeed by the Head. .

“Keep smiling,” said Jimmy. “It's
only tit for tat. You've asked for it,
you know!™

Townsend and Topham lcoked at one
another in helpless wrath. There was
nothing for it but to submit, or to over-
come Rawson in fistical combat, and
they had had enough of the Taiter
alternative.
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Rawson finished ’dressing himself
talmly. The change was to his advan-
tage, for Townsend's clothes, if they
did not fit exactly, were much better
than his own, and very much morc
expensive. Having dressed, he went
to Topham's box and threw the lid

up.

Iz‘l.ct my box alone, you hound!™
yelled Topham.

Unhecding, Rawson tock out Top-
ham's neatly folded Sunday suit, and
transferred it to his own box—a pro-
ceeding that was watched with many
chuckles by the Fourth Formers. Top-
ham watched it in helpless rage. Raw-
son carcfully emptied the pockets, and
those In the suit he was wearing, pitch-
ing the articles on Towny’s bed. Then
he locked up the captured sult in his
box, and put the key in his pocket.

“If you're not satisfied, you can pay
for my things you've destroyed,” he
said quletly.  “TIl let you know the
exact figure. But I shall have to wear
your clothes till I get new ones.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You  poverty-stricken
snarled Townsend.

Rawson whistled, and walked out of
the dormitory. He left the Classical
Fourth shouting with laughter. Even
Peele had joined in the laugh against
his discomfited friends.

Townsend, who had plenty of clothes,
disinterred another sult to put on, His
face \:;:\s as black as thunder as he

essed.

rotter!™

Once more the rag had turned
against the raggers, and, what was
Wworse for the unhappy nuts, they had
had to back down in public, and dis-
play to all the Fourth the fact that
they dared not tackle the scholarship
Junior hand to hand. It was all very
well to assume lofty contempt towards
Rawson, but lofty contempt, coupled
With barefaced funk, was not convinc-
Ing. Never had the nuts of the Fourth
felt and lcoked so utterly humiliated
and beaten. But all the sympathy they
Teceived from their Form-fellows was
expressed in bursts of laughter,
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CHAPTER 21,
The Groat Adolphus Takes It Onl
L OU could do it, Smythey.”
Y “Ib's up to you, you know.”
“You're the very chap.”

“The right man in the right place,
by gad!”

Adolphus Smythe, the dandy of the
Shell, was holding quite a little cowrt
in his study.

Adolphus was looking pleased, but a
little doubtful.

It was very agreeable to be flatlered

and coaxed, and soft-sawdered, and
buttered-up generally. %
But Adolphus had his doubts.
Townsend and Topham and Pecle
were ail talking at once. Howard and
Tracy, Smythe's chums in the Shell,
were backing them up heartily. N

And the burden of their song was °

that it was up to the great Adolphus
to stand up for the honour of "Rook-

wood by bestowing a terrific thrashing i

upon the rank outsider who had wedged
Into the school.

“Once he's been licked we can deal
with him. Smythey could make him
glve us back our books and clobber.”

“Why don’t you lick him, Towny,
begad?” asked Adoiphus,

“I'm not up to your form, Smythey,”
said Townsend diplomatically,

And the egregious Adolphus nodded
assent to that.

“You're a head taller than he is, and
longer in the reach,” said Peele. “And,
dash it all, youTe a good boxer,
Smythey!”

“Yaas, that's 0.”

**And he punched your head the day
he came, when you were chippin’ him
in our study,” said Topham.

Adolphus’ reddened.

“I choose to trcat him with con-
tempt,” he said.

“Ahem! Exaclly! But these low

rutes don’t understand contempt,
What they need is a fearful licking, to
put ’em in their place.”

“Jimmy Silver could lick him,” said
Howard, “but the rotter has made

—
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riends with h’m instead. He's rather
Jow ¢8 2
# 'S.nythcy is rcﬂl’y a2 hetter boxer
Jimmy Sﬂvm, said Tracy. " And
ile trainin® v.uu!d put you in top-
r n‘ form, Smythey.”
“¥aas, I could put in a bit of trainin
fiest,”  said  Adolphus  thoughtful}
“Bub Jeally dear bcys the hlackgua:
i ly worth my while.”
ut look ot the positien,”
end.

sed
“Here there comes o {eliow
the lower classes to Rcokwood.
J-Ie treats us as if we helonged to me

Brg

Jower classes instcad of him! What'
the good of belonging to the uppm
cla hose boun
in their place? disgrace for the
upper classes to funk the lower classes
--now, fsn't it?”

"Hcm', hear!”

“It’s up to you, Smythey.”
dolphus Smythe lighied a cigaret
\exy tnou=mfv.ﬂly

Adolphus was not averse to gain-
ing a little cheap glory by Hckmg a
feliow smaller than lnm:eli
agreed with his chums that that Cr‘-
tremely obstreperous member of the
lower classcs—Tom Rawson—ought to
ba thrashed and put in his place. Buf

erc was a lingering douhbt in Smythe’s
e was not q\me sure whether

¢ couid do it, and whether, if he could
do it, he would not be =everely handled
in doing it. That was a very im
tant consideration.

Rawson had cexrtainly pmdwd Adol-
phus for imperi ce a week ago,
Adolphus had assuinmed an attitude “of
lofty disdain; but it had been very
broadly hinted that Adolphus’ d1~dmn
Was not founded upon a consclous sens
oi superiority, but upon funk
hich was very exzasperating to mn
mft)u disdainful Adolphus.

“The fact is, it’s makin’ the beast
Popular, his bein’ able to lick any of
our ecrowd,” said Howard “He
(.dmlly knocked my cap off this mam-
I, 1 was simply sniffin’ at the beast
He knocked | my cap off. I declined to

tte

be drawn into a vulgar row with him.”
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“Ife sticks in our study like &
monarch of all he surveys,” said Top-
ham. “He’s got our bocks, and Le's
wearin’ our clothes because we tore
his up. Hell be thmkm‘ goon that
we're all afraid of him.”

“And it’s simply impossible to pub
bim in his place without lickin’ lnm o
said Tracy, “That kind of person is
impervious to contempt. I was ct
my lip at him yesterday, just to
how I felt, and he only atked me i

was boyn with a face like that, A
vulgar remark!”

“And hardly anybody will agree to
scnd him to Coventry,” said Pecle
plaintively. “Orly our crowd. And
the fellows arc all laughin’ at us.”

“Laughing at us, you know!” said

Tracy.

“And the Modern cads are makin’ a
regular joke of it” said Townsend.
“That low brute, Dodd, told me Raw-
son was like Ceesar, because he came
and saw and conquercd. There's only
cne Modern chap up against him, and
that’s Leggett; and e\"’r_;acdy on thag
side despises Leggett.”

Adolphus Smythe nodded.

“It’s sickenin’!” he agrecd.

“It was those rotters in ihe end
ctudy began it,” sai hox
they’d been down on him it
been all serene. But they were:
can't do anythin’ with him u
can produce a man who can lick hi
We're misunderstood by all tl
They think we funk tack
because we don’t do anythin’ but sncer

at him. It’s rotten to be misunder-
stood.”

“T'1l think about it,” said Adolphus
at last.

He was the last hope of the Giddy
Goats of Rookwood. Unless the

obnoxious new Loy could be licked, the
persecution would have to step. What
was the sense of sneering at a fellow
and scuttling off if he looked round?
Evidently it was no use. It had been
all very \"ell while R'x\.smn aticnce
lasted; but the worm had turned now,
and that made all the dxﬂerence.
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*“Go into tralnin’ for it, and chal-
lenge iim for Wednesday next,” said
Townsend encouragingly. *Well all
be there to back you up.”

“youll lick him easily, Smythey.”

“Yaans, I presume I should lick him,”
said Adolphus loftily. “A fellow like
me is not likely to be beaten by a per-
son from the lower class. But—but I
don't want to make hard work of it, so
I'm goin’ into trainin’ a bit.”

“Good egg!”

“Comc and challenge him now!" ex-
claimed Townsend, eager to strike the
iron while it was hot. “You'll have
plenty of time for trainin' before
‘Wednesday.”

Adolphus hesitated. He did not quite
llke the task. But he was not imper-
vious to the force of public opinion.
His pals expected it of hi e was
the great chief of the nuts, and chief-
tainship brought its responsibilitics as
well as its pleasure. His prestige was
at stake. He could not refuse without
openly admitting that he funked the
contest. And if he disappointed and
disgusted his fellows in that flagrant
manner the glory would be departed
from Isracl with a vengeance.

Besides, Adolphus considered, why
shouldn’t hz be able to lick the brute?
He was more than a year older, he was
nearly a head taller, he was longer in
the reach, and he was a good boxer in
his way. All that Adolphus lacked,
as a matter of fact, was pluck. In the
general atmosphere of praise and flat-
tery and soft-sawder, Adolphus felt
his wurn%e rise. He made up his mind.

His followers watched him eagerly
as he rose, and threw his cigarette into
the grate,

“That low cad won't let us smoke
In our study!” said Topham. *‘He's
actually dared to interfere with us per-
sonally ! says he doesn’t like a
n' turned into a tap-room, by

“Cheeky cad!” sald Adolphus.

"Leéve him to me.” v ey
‘'Come on, Smythey!”
“I'm comm‘!"y z
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“The cad's in the Comnion-rool
now,” said Tracy. *“We'll corner hil
there and challenge him.”

Adolphus marched out of the stud:
feeling  quite bucked up by
general satisfaction and confidenc
After all, it was something to be thi
chosen champion of the choice spirif
of Rookwood.

‘Townsend and Topham looked rath
curiously at one another as they fol
lowed the rest down the passage.

“Do you think he can lick hin
Towny?” Topham murmured.

“He's big enough,” sald Townsend.

“Yes; but—"

“Well, if he's licked it will do hl
good, and take some of the swank ou
of him,” said Townsend coolly.

Topham chuckled. Whichever way i
worked out, the result scemed good,
from the point of view of Towny an
Toppy.

But they did not explain those pris
vate views to Adolphus.- Their remark:
to Adolphus were of the most flatter:
ing nature, and, indeed, before
reached the Common-room Adolphus
Smythe almost began to believe that
he really was as brave as a lion, and
a very great chicf indeed.

. CHAPTER 2.
Smythe In Earnest!
AWSON was in the Common-room,
R playing chess with Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy was rather given to
chess in his quieter moments, and
rather prided himself upon being &
good hand at the game. He had dis-
covered, not without surprise, that Raw-
son could play his head off. Rawson
had glven him a rook in the present
game, but Jimmy found it hard work
to hold his own.
There was quite a bustle in the room
as Adolphus & Co. marched In.
chess players did not look up, but a
good many fellows glanced round. The
manner and bearing of the great Adol-
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phus indicated that something was
)

“There’s the rotter!” said Town-

end.

5% \dolphus walked "up_to the chess
table and dropped his hand on Raw-
son’s shoulder.

“A  word he said
haughtil;

Rawson looked up impatiently.

“Don’t bother now—I'm playing!”

The countenance of Adclphus becane
crimson with wrath. This person from
the lower classes told him not to
hother! As if a word from Adolphus
was not & distinguished honour for such
a person!

«Excuse me,” said Smythe, with
claborate and ironical politeness, “I
must bother. I've a word to say to you,
young ragamuffin!*

“For goodness’ sake shut up, Smy-
they!” said Jimmy Silver irritably.
“If you want to gas, go and gas some-
where else!”

“My business
shaver,” said Smythe calmly.
up, Rawson!”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Shall I lift you up by your collar?”

Rawson jumped uj

“No

with  you!”

y.

15 with this young
“Get

1 do you want,
drawling fool?” he exclaimed.

Adolphus extracted an eyeglass from
his wellfitting waistcoat, adjusted it
in his eye, and surveyed Rawson with
lofty scorn.

“Only a few words,” he said icily.
“It's no pleasure to me to speak to a
person of your class. I want you to
understand that Rookwood resents
yeur presence in the school—"

“What!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“I'm not talking to you, Silver; I'm
talkin’ to this cad. Rawson, your
presence is regarded as disgustin’.
We're fed up with you. ¥You don’t even
know how to keep your place. I'm
goin’ to teach you!”

“Do you mean that you want me to

you

punch your nose again?” asked
Rawson.
“Ha, ha. hal”
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“I mean that I'm goin’ to thrash
you, you young scoundrel!” said Adol4

phus. “It's really rather beneath my
dignity to touch you. But, takin’ every-
thin’ into consideration, I'm goin’ to

thﬁash you as a lesson to you.

Well, come on,” said Rawson, push-
ing back his cuffs in a_business-like
manner. “T’ll get on with the game
after I've knocked this silly idiot fiying,
Jimmy Silver.”

“Go it!” said Jimmy cordially.
ve you made your will, Adolphus?”

Smythe drew himself up haughtily.

“I'm not fighting you now, Rawson,”
he said. “I challenge you for Wednes-
day afternoon, behind the abbey. If
you don’t turn up, I brand you as a
coward before all Rookwood.”

Rawson laughed.

o wrn up,” he said. “But if it
isn’t till Wednesday, what the merry
dickens are you bothering me for now?
Cut off, for goodness’ sake!”

And Rawson sat down again and
went on with his’game. The Fistical
Four chuckled at the expression on
Smythe’s face. However, as he was not
prepared to ~tackle Rawson imme-
diately, there was nothing for it but
to cut off. Adolphus marched away
with all the dignity he could muster
in the trying circumstances.

Jimmy and Rawson finished their
game, and Jimmy rose and stretched
himself.

“Coming down to the gym?’ he
asked.

“Yes, if you like!”

“You may as well have the gloves
on a bit if youre tackling Smythe in
a real set-to on Wednesday. He's half
as big again as you arel”

“Yes; all right. I don’t know what
he wants to pick a row with me for,”
said Rawson. “It's a week since I
punched his nose, and more.”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“Smythey has taken his time to
think it out,” he said. “The really
brave chap never acts in a hwry.
Come on!”

The chums of the Fourth proceeded
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Lo the gym, where Rawson! put on the
gloves wilh Jimmy Silver. boxing
was not quite up to Jimmy’s style, bul
his strength was great, and his bulldog
determination greater, By the time the
round or two were over, Jimmy felt
pretiy convinced that Adolphus weuld
have reason to fcel sorry for him:
on Wednesday.

Meanwhi Adolphus Smythe was
hard at work on the punchball in his
study.

He was fally in for it now, and it
had to be gone through. He did not
mesan to get a licking if he could heip
it. He found his wind very short, after
o few slogs at the ball.

“I'm goln’ to chuck up cigarcties
till after Wednesday, dear boys,” he
confided to his study-mates. “MNo good
runnin’ risks.”

And Howard and Tracy agreed.

Being fairly committed to the con-
tost, Adolphus Smythe left no stone
unturned.  During the next two or
threc days quite a remarkable change
came over his habits.

The lazy, unfit slacker of the Sheil
was bucking up.

There were no more smokes in the
study. There was boxing practice with
his dcvoted friends every evening.
There were sprints round the quad
instead of lollings in the easy-chair.

It was all a very painful infliclion
to Adolphus, who wished it were weil
over. In his quicter moments he sin-
cercly wished he had not allowed him-
self to be persuaded. But it was im-
possible to back out now.

CHAPTER 23,
Adoighua Distinguishes Himaelf!

IMMY SILVER grinned cheerfully as

a big crowd gathered bchind the
abbey ruins on Wednesday after-
noon. The story of the coming contest
had sprecad, and half Rookwood scemed
to be determined to sce it. The Cl:
cal Fourth were there to a man, and
most of the Shell had come to sce

THE FISTICAL FOUR!

Adoiphus in his now turn as 8 fighting
hampion. Tommy Dodd & Co. came
r from the Modern side, greatly,
rested. ‘Tommy Cook expressed thc
Smythe couldn't lick a

o

unny rabiit, and offered to help carry
home the pieces when Adolphus was
finished. Tommy Doyle suggested

~ing the combatants together so that
Adolphus couldn’t run awzay.

The fight was fixed for three o'clock,
but long before that time therc was a
big crowd on the scene. was &
sceluded spot, and the contest Was not
likely to be interrupted by trouble-
some masters and prefeets.  Jimmy
Silver had brought along gloves for
Rawson, and Townsend brought a
pair for Adolphus. Gloves were to bo
used, as they gencrally were In serious
fistical  encounters  at  Rookwood.
Adolphus, indeed, had thought of barg
knuciles as 8 means of bringing Raw-"
son even more conclusively to
senses; but_on reflection he had de-
ided not, Rawson being quite indif-
ferent on the matter either way.

There was a buzz as the great
Adolphus was secn approaching, in the
midst of an admiring circle of friends.
Adolphus had been in hard training,
and hind shown formn that surprised his
own backers, and their confldence was
at ils height. The greatly desired
thrashing of the outsider was coming at

“Herc we are, dear boys,” said
Adciphus, “Is the cad here? I'm not
goin’ to be kept waitin’ for him.”

“My man's here,” said Jimmy
Silver, “waiting for you!”

Jimmy helped Rawson off with his
jacket, Adoiphus glanced rather anxi-
ously at Rawson. He hoped to sec some
signs of Indecision or funk in his face.
But Tom wson was looking just the
same as usual. His ruddy, healthy face
aid not bianch under the eagle eye of
Adoiphus.

Townsend peeled off Smythe's well-

Atting jacket, and helped him on with
' T

t o
“Feel

°s.
Gt?” he asked.
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Mt as a fiddle!” said Adolphus.
“Ready to lick that cad, you know.
Hardly worth Lhe trouble, but I'm
pmr;s to do it.”

Whos timekeeper?”
Silver.

“I am!” said Tracy promptly.

Jimmy shook his head.

“Well have a disinterested party for
timekeeper,” he said. "Tommy Dedd
will do, as he’s a Modern.”

Tracy scowled, but he had to give
in. If he had intended to give his chief
any little advantages, as was possible,
ne was disappointed. Toramy Dodd took
ous his silver watch.

‘“‘Ready?” he asked.

“Oh, yaas!™ .

'm ready,” said Rawson.

‘““Seconds, out of ring!” said

Tommy Dodd, in a busmcsshke manner.
“Now, then shake

“I decline to shxke lmnds with that
vounder!” drawled Adolphus.

‘‘Shame!” said several voices.

mythe of the Shell glanced round
msolenﬂy Rawson bit his lip.
“Let’s get on,” said.

“Time!"”

The first round started. Tommy Dodd
kept one eye on his watch and the
other on the combat. All the other
fellows, crowded round in & thick ring,
Ikept both eyes on the combat.

Adolphus was & good deal the
taller of the two, and he looked like
having great advantages. But Rawson’s
sturdy, well-knit figure was as strong
as an_ oak, and his honest facc was
calm, his eyes clear and steady. There
was not much doubt who was the fitter
of the two.

Smythe of the Shell the

asked Jimmy
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right crashed into Adolphus’ e; e,
his left on Adolphus’ noble nos: oo apd

‘The Shell fellow staggered back. and
the Fourth Former followed him up,
driving hard. There was a murmur as
Adolphus was driven fairly round Lhe
Ting.

“Buck up, Smythe!”

“Go it! This ain’t a foot-racel”

“Stand up to him, Smythey!”

Biff, biff, biff!

Rawson's steady eyes never left his
opponent’s.  Adolphus’ hitting and
guarding were both growing wild and
erratic. As a matter of fact, Adolphus
was in a state of alarm. He had
screwed up his courage to the sticking-
pomt but it seemed to have come loose

“Timel" called Tommy Dodd.
Adolphus  gas hxs way to his
second. Townsend made a knee for
him, and Smythe sank on it, panting.
“For goodness’ sake, buck upl” whis-
pered Townsend, he fanned hjs
heated champlon. “Stick to him, and
hit hard!” %
“I'm goin’ tol” mumbled Smythe.
“St-an your ground, you know, and

“Im not askin’ for your advice,
Townsend!”

nd grunted. If ever nnybody
showed signs ot the white feather,
Adolp us Smythe was showing them

"Tlmel"

Rawson stepped up briskly, and
Adolphus entered the ring much more
slowly. The combatants faced one
another for the second round.

There was & great deal of grinning
among the onlookers by this time.
Rawsonscoc! and steady fighting had

attacl, sailing in for all he was worth, so
to speak. To his surprise, Rawson did
not yield an inch.

Adolphus might as well have charged
a brick wall. v

Both his fists came through Rawson’s
fuard, umped on his face, but

by
Rawson was hitling out, too, and his

nerves. Every fellow
present could see that Smythe was
growing “funky,” and there was
laughter as he backed and dodged, and
dodged and backed, seeking to escape
loue qunrte
xﬁ, Smythe!"
“Back up!”
“Ha, ha. ha!”
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blessed funk!” said Oswald.
‘This
champlon—thxs the great

gone into special
or u\c purpose of licking the

“For

“What a
The nuts were looking furious.
was their

“Pllc In"' shouted Townsend.
goodness' sake, go it, Smythey!"”

Smythe flushed as he heard the
laughter and mutlered remarks of the
ring. He screwed up his courage, what
little he had, and made a desperaie
attack. There were loud chcers from
the nuts as he hurled himsclf upon
Rawson, und the latter was compelled
Lo give gmund

“Bravo! Go it!”

Smythe was going it ncw, hot and
strong. Rawson had to retreat, and he
received some punishment.

Smythe felt his courage revive, and

considerably hurt by those sharp taps, }

had turned and run!
Rawson stood in astonishment,
The unfortunate Adolphus
bolted from the ring.
There was a roar
able laughter.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
Even the nuts were laughing. They
could not help it. Without even stop-

fairly

of inextinguish-

plmz for jacket, Adolphus fled.
“By ga gu,-rcd Townsend.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

llawson gr)nn d.

“I suppose that’s the finish?” he
remarked.

“Ha, ha! T suppose so!" chuckled
Jimmy Silver. “Here’s your jacket, old.
scnul[ Ha, lm lm' On, Adolphus!”

The cro\\d broke up. yelling witll
laughter. In his study dolphus

he pressed his er and
harder. But it was only for a minute.

A feint of Rawson's right drew
Adolphus, and then his left came out
with a shoulder drive that there was
nothing (o stop.

Full in Smythe’s flushed face the hard
glove landed, with all Rawson's force
and weight behind it.

Crash!

Adolphus was on his back, blitking.
Tommy Dodd began to count. But
“Time!"” saved Adolphus from bcing
counted out. Townsend lifted him, and
helped him out.

** Grooogh-ohh!” said Smythe dazcdly.

“¥Youll natl him next time!” said
Tuwnsend

“Time!" grinned Tommy Dodd.

Slowly and heavily Smythe of the
Shell toed the line again. Rawson
stepped up siniling. The nuts watched
anxiousiy. Rawson was attacking now,
and Adolphus was driven round the
Ting under a shower of blows.

“Yow! Ow, ow!" roared Adolphus,
as a sn ies of sharp taps came on his

eyes, , ani
“HJ ha, hal”
'l.‘ cre “,'ls a yell of surprice and

and

Smythe was gasping for breath and
groaning over his damagces, and his cars
burned as he heard the shouts of merri-
ment from the quadrangle,

‘The mighty had fallen!

For days afterwards Adolphus could
not show his face in public without pro-
voking chuckles and humorous remarks.
And Townsend & Co., furious as they

were, had reluctantly to admit that
their wisest plan was to give a wide,
safe berth to the junior who had suc-
ceeded so well in keeping his end up.

CHAPTER 2.
Jimmy Siiver is Wanted!

ILVER!"”
S Mr, Bootles, the master of
the Fourth, opened his study

door, and called to Jimmy Silver.
Jxmm;, who was going out, stopped at
once.

‘' Yes, sir.”

.nmmy came back along the passage
In some dismay. He was going down
to football, and it was a very awk-
ward moment for being called *on the
carpet.” He wondered whether he was
to be lectured for the last row with the
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Thers was a terrific but brief struggle In the study, and then Rawson sent tho

nu's of the Fourth flying out into the passage one by one. Townsend was the

tast to go, and he whirled through the doorway to land on his fallen friends.
“ Bravo ! yolled Jimmy Silver.

Voo,
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Moderns, or called over theYcoals for
licking Smythe of the Shell, or given
lines for catching Knowles of the Sixth
—quite accidentally—with a football.
With all these sins on his youthful
conscience, the last person he wished to
interview was his Form-master.

“You are—ahem!—disengaged this
afternoon? ~~ What—what?” said Mr,
Bootles, in his slow, penderous manner.

“I'm going down to football, sir.”

“I should like you to perform a
little service for me, Silver.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy, relieved to
find that it was not a “wigging,” and
at the same time worried over the pros-
pects of football for the afternoon.

“However, if you are playing 8 some
match important to you, I will find
someone else,” said Mr. Bootles, always
a considerate gentleman.

“Not_atb all, sir,” said Jimmy, with
manly frankness. “It’s only practice.”

“Very good. I should prefer you to
80, as you are head boy in the Fourth
Form, Silver.”

“Ves, sir.”

“There iS & new boy coming to
Rookwood this afterncon, who will be
on the Classical side, and in your
Form,” said Mr. Bootles. “I have
arranged for him to be met at the
station. I should be glad if you would
go, Silver, and bring him to Rook-
wood.”

“Very well, sir.”

“Lord Mornington will arrive - at
Coombe by the three o’clock train.
eWill you make it apoint, Silver, to
meet the train, and conduct him to
Rookwood?”

“Lord Mornington, sir!”
Jimmy, somewhat interested.

“Yes. You will bring the new boy
to my study, Silver.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Bootles stepped back..into his
study, and Jimmy Silver went out into
the quadrangle not very cheerfully.
- Football for the afternoon was knocked
on the head. But it could not be
helped, and Jimmy, too, was an ol

repeated
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ing fellow. Lovell and Raby and Newd
come bore down on him in {he quad. '
“Waiting for you, duffer!” said Lovel
“Where the dickens have you been?”
‘“‘Footer’s off,” said Jimmy dismally;
“I've got to go out.”
“What on earth for?” demanded
Raby. “We've got a match with St
Jim’s coming on soon, and yowre not$
going to cut practice,”
“New kid coming.”
“Blow the new kid!”
“Im to meet him ab the station}

“What rot!
himself?"”

‘' Bootles has asked me.”"

“Oh, bother Bootles!” said Lovell]
warmly. “What is there special about,
this blessed new kid?” g

“Well, he's a lord,” sald Jimmy Sflver.
“Lord Mornington of that ilk.”

“Ask Townsend to go instead. He's
fond of lords,” said Lovell. “Towny.
would walk ten miles to have his nosej
punched by a lord. And he doesn’t play.
footer! Hi, Towny! Towny, you're
wanted!” .

Townsend, the dandy of the Fourth,!
sauntered up elegantly. 4

“‘Yaas, deah boy?” he said.

“There’s a duke coming to Rook-
wood this afternoon,” said Lovell.
you say a duke or a marquis, Jimmy?”

“A lord, fathead!” .said . Jimmy,
laughing. = ¥

“By gad!” said Townsend. “What's
his name?”

Can't he get here by,

I 3
Jimmy isn't gone on lords, and we want
him to play footer!”

“Yaas,* by gad!” said Townsend.
“I'll go with pleasure.”

“There you are, Jimmy,” said Lovell,
with satisfaction. “Now come down toj
the footer.” ,

Jimmy Silver shook his head.

“I've got to go—Bootles asked me.” A

“Look here, Towny’s more used tof
lords than you are,” said Lovell wrath
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fully. “You shut up, and come down
1o the footer.”

“Can't be di d' Bootles—

“Blow Bootles! Cut off, Tov'ﬁy and
look after that lord. oure coming
\nm to mn uo&er, Jimmy Silver.”

o Rnt..

Lovell linked arms with the captain
of the Fourth. Raby took his other arm.
Newcome gave him a prod in the back,
oand Jimmy gave a yell,

“T tell

“Kim on

Jimmy Silver resisted, but his chums
marched him down to the football field.

It was a case of force majeure.

“You silly asses!” shouted Jimmy
Silver. “I teil you I‘ve got to go! You
can come with me.

“You're going to play football,” said
Lovell determinedly. “We're not geing
to Iet St. Jim's beat us next week be-
cause you're fond of lords.”

Ij. isn't that, you ass! But Bootles

“Don't be a title-hunter, Jimmy,”
sald Raby.

“You frabjous duffer, it fen't that.
Ii’s Bootles—

“Hallo! What's the row?” asked
D‘j Oswa‘d as they arrived on Little
i

“Only Jimmy playing the giddy ox.
He wants to cut footer and go after a
lord," said Lovell. “We're not letting

“I don t1” roared Jimmy. “Only I've

08
D“Wmt'n" for you,” said Tommy
Jimmy Silver breathed hard through
his nose. It really required an effort
1o leave the football ﬂeld, apart from
the solicitude of his chums. But he had
to go Hawever. he went on to the field.
s better!” said Lovell. “You
~h s..e Ln" lord any time, you know.”
Jimmy Silver did not repl
He rececived the ball fro'n ‘Tom:my
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at the same time, making for

“He's off1” yeucd Ne\\g the Bals,

“Ha, ha, ha

;{\IL@E hlml" reared Lovell,

e three juniors broke into a
chase after Jimmy Silver, leaving l&?!c:
footballers shouting with laughter.
Jimmy reached the school gates, with
his chums racing in pursuit.  But
Jimmy was a good sprinter, and he
cht 1ahead, He darted through tha

and went along the road like
a dner in the direction of Coombe.
the rotter!” gasped Lovell.
! We'll run him down and
bump him baldheaded.”

Jimmy Silver trotted on, carefully
ecping 8 dozen yards ahead. Half-
way to Coombe he looked back over his
shoulder, His three chums were panting
on behind, and Lovell was shaking a
wrathful fist.

“You walt till I get hold of you!”
bnllov'ed Lovell,

a, ha, ha"'

"You cucklmg dummy——"

Jimmy Silver sprinted on again. He
reached the little village, and ran on
to the railway station. His chums
arrived there, panting, a few minutes
after him. Jimmy had gone on the
platform. The train was hardly due yet
and he had ample time to fulfii his
mission.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome glared
at him through the barrier. Jimmy
Silver smiled back at them. -

“Make it pax!” he suggested. “I
couldn't refuse Bootles, you know. Make
it pax, and I'll stand you some chocs.”

“You cheeky ass—"

“You can't row here,” urged Jimmy.
“Remember your manners in public,
Lovell, old chap. I had to come. Come .
on and have some chocs.” b

And the Co. declded to accep!
invitation, and they devoted their atten-
tion to the automatic machine on the
platform while they waited for L!ixg
frain, By the time the train came
e ermo ¢ was quite restored among’

Dcdd ond kicked it away, and his
Cums ran after it. Jimmy Silver ra

cal Four of Rookwoo




52
GHAPTER 25
A Very Surprising New Boy!

IMMY SILVER & CO. suspcended
their operations on the chocolates
as the train stopped in the station.

They did not know Lord Morningten by
sight, of course, but they expected to be
able to pick him out casily enough.

A number of passengers alighted

and went towards the exit, but there
was no boy among them. Jimmy's eyes
fell upon & man in mutton-chop
whiskers, who alighted from a third-
class carriage, and came along the train
to o first-class compartment, and opened
the door.

“Coombe, my lord!”

+Is this the station, Jenkins?”

“Yes, my lor

“Take carc of Bcauty."

- Yea. my lord.”

‘The valet, for such he cvidently was,
lifted a bull- -pup from the carriage.

Beauty was apparently the name of

the pup, but he was not a beauty to
Jook at. The Rookwood juniors thougm
they had never secn so ugly and savage-
looking a brute. A lad of about their

e was a slim fellow,
what seedy-loolﬂng face, and heavy eyes.
He was not ns, but dressed in
lounge clothes o! a vcry fashwnnble

THE FISTICAL FOURI

“Well, if that's the lord,” sald Lovell,
“I don't think much of him. The beas!
has been smoking.”

“I've got to take him to Dcot!cs,
said Jimmy Silver. ‘“‘Here goes!”

The valet had gone along the train,
to look after the luggage, of which
there scemed to be an endless quantity..
His lordship lighted a fresh cizarette,
and looked about him discontentedly.
He stared at Jimmy Silver far from!
civilly as the Rookwood junior .came

.

“Lord Mornington?” asked Jlmmy

A cool n

“I'm Silver of the Fourth, at Rook-
weod,” cxplained Jimmy,

‘““Are you, by Jove?”

“Mr. Bootles has sent me to meet
you and taae you to the school.”

“Who may Mr. Bootles

. Master of the Fourth.”

“Thanks!”

1"Yuu won't get a taicab herc,” said

immy. ‘“There’s an old cae-horst cab
at 1§w station. It's more comfy to
wal

“Oh gad! What a hole
“What's the matter w;m walling?™",
demanded Lovell. k
The new boy stared at him.
“Did you address me?” he asked.
“Yes, 1 did”
"Then don‘tl"
“Wha-a-ut!”
Lord i turned away.

cut. He wore a
pin, and a gold watch. A clgurene was
between his finger:
“What a holel"
interesting young person. with a
parsging glance about hi
s es, my lord.” said the ohsequious
en

"Louk after che luggage, Jenkins!”

*Yes, my lord.'

“Find me a taxt1”

“Yes, my lord.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one
another and grinned. Jenkins was
likely to have a difficult task before
him to find a taxicab in Coombe. e
only conveyance in that quict vxllagc
Wwas a hack.

remarked this | car
dis-

“'Jenkins "
“Yes, my lord.”
“!b’l,evcr mind the luggage. Find me a

“Yes, my lord.”

“And don't keep me waitin’, you
fool!”

“No, my lord.”

Lovell breathed hard. Everything
about the new boy put his “back up”
at once.

For a boy of fifteen to call & man
old enough to be his father a *fool”
was a sign as much of a bad heart as
bad manners. It was preity cennln
that Jenkins’ place was worth a gr
deal to him to make him mlling to
endure such insolenco,
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«1f that thing comes into the Fourth,
it will find trouble,” said Lovell,

“What pricc bumping some of the
jmpudence out of him now, to start
with?” sugge?.ed Raby.

“ Goo

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver. “Lots
of time for that at Rookwocgd. I've pro-
mised Bootles to deliver him safe and
sound.”

The new boy took no further notice
of the Rookwood fellows. He lounged
away to the gate, and passed through,
followed by the obsequious Jenkins.

Jimmy Silver & Co. followed, the Co.
1o0king grim, and Jimmy looking—and
feeling—puzzled. This peculiar new boy
was quite a surprise to him. He did
not quite see how he was to deliver
Lord Mornington to Mr. Bootles, in
the circumstances.

Only his sense of duty prevented him
from walking off at once, and leaving
the new boy to his own devices.

Outside the station was the ancient
nack which had done duty for genera-
tions, with a horse which looked as if it
had done duty for still more generations.

‘The driver detached himself from the
station wall, removed a straw from his
mouth, and touched his hat to the well-
dressed stranger.

“UAck, sir?”

His lordship looked at the hack,
looked at the wheezy old driver, and
turned his back without a word.

“Jenkins!”

“Yes, my lord.”

“I don't like waitin’ here.
a car!”

Mr. Jenkins rubbed his nose in a per-
plexed way. It was plain enough that
nothing in the shape of a car could be
found in the village of Coombe.

“y'm afraid it can’t be done, my lord.”
said Mr. Jenkins at last.

T ow am I to get to the
school?” demanded his lordship angrily.

“There's the 'ack, my lord,” said Mr.
Jenkins doubtfully.

“Fool!”

Find me

“Yes, my lord”
“Look here, I've kicked my heels here
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long enough!” burst out Lovell. “Are
you bringing that young cub along, or
are we going without him, Jimmy
Silver?” .

“We can’t go without him,” said
Jimmy. “I've got to deliver him in
Bootles’ study.”

_“Then take him by the ears and yank
him along!”

Jiminy approached his lordship agail

“Hadn't you better walk?” hé’ asgké&

“Don’t bother me!”

““Mr. Bootles directed me to bring you
to the school, and I'm bound to do it,”
said Jimmy. “You mayn't be aware
that I've chucked football this after-
noon to come here and meet you. Will
you take the hack or walk? ¥You can
choose!”

“ Neither!?

“It’s one or the other. Make up your
mind!”

Lord Mornington stared at him,

“Are you presumin’ to interfere with
me?” he exclaimed.

Jimmy Silver nodded cheerfully.

“Exactly!”

Mr. Jenkins concealed a grin behind
his hand. It was probably refreshing
to him to hear his lordship talked to in
this_manner.

“By Jove You impudent young
scoundrel!” ejaculated his lordship.

“What are you calling me?” asked
Jimmy, with dangerous calm.

“Impudent young scoundrel!” shouted
Mornington. * “Get away, or I'll lay my
cane about you!”

“Your cane about me?” sald Jimmy

Jimmy, you fathead!”
shouted Lovell,

Jimmy set his teeth. B

“That settles it!” he said. “You're
coming. I'd have gone in that stuffy
hack with you to oblige; now you'll
oblige me. Youwll walk. Come on!”

“Btand back!” -

“Are you coming,” said Jimmy, in
concentrated tones, “or do you want to
be led by the ear?”

“By Jovel”

“1 give you one minute to choose!”
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Lord Mornington turncd to his

ser-

vant. His pasty face was p'np!c
rage nOW.
=, .Icnkms‘ he g‘xmfd

“Yes, my lord.”
“Chastise that impertinent
scoundrell”

young

CHAPTER 16.
Foliow Your Leader!

ENIZINS looked ot Jimmy Eilver.

] Jimmy Silver looked &t Jenkins.
The unhappy manservant scemed
lcth to begin.

Lord Mornington glared at him as it
he would cat him

“Do you hear
shouted

“Yes my lord!” stammered Jenkins.

“Then do as you're told, you foolil”

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver in-
vitingly. “I'm \\'mu'\" to be chastised—
yearning for it!"

“Take this (:111
said his lordsh!

Jenkins \m\"uun"ly took the canc, and
made a step iowards Jimmy Silver. The
Rookwood fellows were rocted to the
ground with astonishment for a moment
or two. Then therc was a roar of wrath
from Lovell.

*Collar him!”

The Co. rushed at Jenkins.

Three pairs of hands wde laid upon
manservant, and he was whirled cif
feet in the twinkling of an eye.
—oh! Yah! Leggo!” howled
S, '\s he was whairled in the air,

brains swimming and all
Coombe wnmmmg round his cyes.

“Into the puddle there!” said Lovell.

Jenkins was ru; hed into the ro:
dle left by recent
er burst into a
w; the old porter looked out of
chuckhnﬂ Half a doren
gathered round, highly

me, Jenkins?” he

end thrash him,”

'y.mgr;lnd wildly, his arms
ng in the air. But (he

nt had no chance in the

grasp of (he Lhree sturdy ¥

niox
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Lord Mornington rushaod forward furl-
ously, and Jimmy put out his foot, and
his lordship spravled cn the pavement.

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Oh, by gad!”

Splash!

Down went Jenkins inle the puddle,
with shocking results to his livery.

He sat there and roared. Lovell pi
up the cane that had fallen from his
haing, broke it across his knee, and’
tossed the picces to a distance.

Then he returned to the pave:

“Is that cub ccming with u
dm.mnded pant

0,"” smd uxmmy Silver.

“Tl‘en we‘ll take him.”

Lord Mornington was stag:
theroughly cnram‘d and in
state. The bull-pup wos gr
scerned inclined to begin on i 3 juniors.

Lovell pushed it 'mde with
foot, and scized Lord Morh
the ear.

By that appendage Ns lordship was
jerked to hxs fuet yelliz

‘“‘Come 0! said Lovell
coming to "Loo'-;w od |

‘The new boy struck furicusly at his;
face.

Lovell guarded the blow, and seized
RZornington's wrists.

“Take a hold, Jinmy !

Jmmy took one wrist,
other.

“Now come on!”

“I won't!” yelled h
go! Scoundrels!
ceme and heln me! Cﬂl the police!”

Jenkins scrambled out of ihe pudf\‘e.
He seenied mmccxd“(l what to do; bul
aby and Newcome decided for him b
Ning him into the rucdle again.

Loid Mominglon wos awa;
down the et, strugeling to releal
his hands. Raby and Neweome broughf
up the rcar, leaving the unhapp]
J-’;“zms trying to collect his scattere
sense!

A little crowd of village urchins fol
lowed, laughing and yelling. B

he new boy panted wi ith rage.

“Will you 2t mc 20, you rotlers?” h
shouted,

zering up,
dazed

“Youre

Lovell
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#Not to-day,” sald Jimmy cheerily.
“Some other time,” grinned Lovell.
“How dare you touch me, You low

5!
K Orders to deliver you to Bootles.”
“Hang Bootles!”

“You can hang him if you likc when
you get to him. You're going to him
10V, “Whether you like it or not!”

“And if you don't go quietly well
ret a rope and tie you up!” shouted

"Let me go, you cads!”

“Raby, cut into Jones’, and gebt a
cord,” said Lovell,

t-ho!”

Rahy ran into the shop, and re-
appcared in a few moments with a coil
of cord. Lord Mornington, still resisting,
was run out of the vﬂluge street into the
lane, There Lovell wris
lovethcr and knotted the cord on them.

you'll come on,” he said.

“1 \\ on't

“All hunds!” sald Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four all grasped the
rope, and set off at a good pace towards

} Rookwood School. The new boy backed
away, exerting all his strength to resist
the pull. But he resisted in vain; the
four were too strong for him, and he
was dragged over, and rolled in the
road.

The Fistical Four did not stop. They
marched on, and Lord Mornington
Tolled and scrambled along the road
after them.

He scrambled to his feet at last, and
Tan to keep pace, He had hnd enoagh
of heing dragged.

“Will you let me go?” he shrieked.

un fear. You're coming to Rook-
Wood.”
"‘Hfmg you!”
Nice boy! wu). you come quletly if
We lct you go!
oNoi» yelled Mcmmgton
Then come on
berbe new boy rmhed closer, and
¢gan o kick. The Fistlcal Four broke

. '0 u yun, laughing merrily. The cord
s kept taut between them, and all the
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way to Rookwood they kept up the rum,
with his lordship panting behind. Such
was the manner of Lord Mornington's
arrival at Rookwood!

P

CHAPTER 27.
His Lordship Arrives]

Y gad!”
B “What the merry dickens!”
“What larks

Smythe & Co, the nubs of Rookwood,
were gathered at the gates, Townsend
bad spread the story of the expected
arrival of the nobleman, and the nuts
were extremely anxious to make his
acquaintance, Smythe & Co. were an
extremely high-class and select circle,
but they did not yet include a noble-
man in their ranks. ‘They were pre-
pared to ‘“‘go out” to Lore
Mommgt,on asa membe‘r of the "Glddy

Goats.”

were expecting Lord Morning-
ton to nrrlve: but they were not expect- |
ing to arrive like this. 'As Jimmy
Silver & Co. appeared on the road, with
theif led cnptlve. the num stared In

m:

& t be the lord, by gad1"

said Adolphus Smythe. “Who is it?”.
o easy to see for mudl!” grlnned

. \,Vhat 8 hrkl" o]
“Ha, ha, hal” _
The Fistical Four came-cheerfully in

at the gates, with his lordship panting
behind, streaming with perspiration,
and smothered with mud.
“Who is it?” yelled Topham.
Jimmy Silver grinn
“Lordt Mormngton,” e replied.
“Wh

®

Towns

“You—you're Lrentmg a lord like

th'\tl” gasped Smy!
Looks like it, doesnt it

“Why, }ou cheeky rotters—"

“Let him

"He!p'" shouted Lord Mornington.
”He‘p

& Co. exchanged glances, and

s:athcled round \hrcatcmngly. Theit
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nutty blood almost ran cold at the
sight of a Litled person heing treated in
this disrespectful manner. And it
occurred to them that they could not
better pay their éourt to his lordship
than by rescuxm lnm from the hands of
the Fnsmml

ack up!” shouted Smythe. “Collar
those young cads!

“Let his lordshlp go at once!”™

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver.

‘There were seven or eight of the nuts,
and they felt strong in numbers. But
the Fistical Four did not care for their
numbers. They charged right at Smythe
& Co, and the weedy nuts were knocked
ugm and lelt

By gad

- Yaroaoh 12

“Oh, my hat!”

The Fistical Four were through, and
they marched on to the School House,
leaving Smythe & Co. in an exceedingly
demoralised Fellows gathered
round from all sides, and came running
from the football field to behold the
strange sight.

Lord Mornington, crimson, hatless,
and furious, wos marched on to the
School House, where Mr., Bootles,
astounded, caught sight of the proces:
sion from his study window.

‘The Fourth Folm master threw up
hig window at o

“silver!” he eJuculutcd.
The prucessmn halted.
“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy, raising his

" What does this extraordinary scene
mean?”

“We've brought hlm sir”

“Who—who is th
“Lord \dommgton, “sir.
‘What—what does this mean” How

e eat a new boy in this
f”shnon“" lh\mdexed Mr. Bootles.

“Your orders, sir,” said Jimmy.

“My—my orders!”

“Certainly, sir. You told me to
oring Lord Mornington to your study.
He wouldu’t come, so we had to per-
Enade him.”

“Persuade him!” gasped Mr. Booti®s.

THE FISTICAL FOUR!

;Ils that what you call pn-sufmo
i
“It V\.as the only way, sir.”
“ Silver, must

“I felt that I had to bri i
as you had told me to,” said Jimmy
Silver. “We couldn’t carry him, sip
so we had to lead him home.”

“Extraordinary! Mornington, wh
did you not come qumﬂy with the lag
I sent to meet

“I refused Lo do anything of thd
sort. I would not take a step with
the scoundrel!” shouted the new boy.

“What—what!”

“I demand to see these four youn
villains flogged at once! Otherwise
will not remain in the schoel.”

“What—what!” said Mr.
feebly.

“My dog has been lost.
has been lost. Ve
a ruffianly mannel.
punished at once!

“That is not the way:to speak
your Form-master, Mornington. Silves
release_that boy at once. Come to m:
study, Mornington!” Mr. Bootles, very
ruffled, snapped the window shut.

Jimmy Silver untied his lordship
The first use Lord Mornington mad
of his freedom was to dash a blow a
Jimmy’s smiling face.

The captain of the Fourth knocked
his hand aside.

“Get_indoors!” he said.

“Don’t you speak to me, you cad!”

““Are you going?”

“No, hang you!”

“You heard M: Bootles tell you i
go to his study.

Bootle
My h:

grimly, and he grasped the new
by the cellar and ran him forcibly
the steps of the use.

His lordship was ruu into the ha
resisting vainly, and they air
breatiless at the Form-master's dos
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Jimmy Silver
hand.

“Come in!”

Jimmy opened the door and pushed
Lord Mornington in.  He- closed the
door and withdrew, breathing a little
hard, but smiling.

“What sott of a wild anfynal is it?”
exclaimed Tommy Dedd as Jimmy
rejoined his chums in the quadrangle.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“The queerest animal that’s ever
come to Rookwood,” he said. “I can
foresee a high old time for that mer-
chant in the Fourth.”

“Youre welcome to him on the
Classical side,” grinned Tommy Dodd.
“Jolly glad he isn't going to be a
Modern,”

“The Modern side’s the place for
such a rotter!” growled Lovell. “He's
got a bulldog .and a manservant, and
the manners of a pig!”

= manservant!
ciaimed a dozen voices.

“Well, we left him sorting himself

ut of a puddle in Coombe, but he’s
coming,”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Still time for some footer,” said
Jimmy Silver. “We've done our
giddy duty; done it well, too. Come
on, ye cripples!”

The chums of the Fourth went down
to Litile Side, leaving his lordship to
be dealt with by Mr. Bootles. Football
occupied their thoughts until tea-time,
and they forgot all about his peculiar
lordship. But they were destinad to be
ceminded of him,

tapped with his free

Here?” ex-

CHAPTER 28
Flynn Loses His Temper!

ORD MORNINGTON stood before
L Mr. Beotles’ writing-table, gasp-
ing for breath. Mr, Bootles
gazed at him across the table, very
near gasping himself. Mr. Bootles
knew some circumstances in_ his lord-
ship’s history with which the Rook-

57
wood juniors were una

had not expected him Cr‘é“ﬂﬁ}f:fi !ée
like an ordinary new boy. *But he g
never dreamed tha Ve R
50 unusual. t he would be quite

“Ahem—ahem!” said Mr,
“My dear Mornington—ahem
are very muddy. What—what!”

“Are those hoys golng to be
punished?” asked the new junior, his
voice trembling with rage. *

“It appears that you refused to
accompany Silver here. I had directed
him to bring you,” said Mr. Bootles
mildly. “Why did you refuse?”

“I did not choose.™

“Ahem—ahem! Pray calm yourself,
Mornington. Your guardian has very
wisely decided to send you here, and
you must learn discipline in this school.
You must, first of all, address your
master more respectfully.”

‘“Are they to be punished? I ordered
my servant to punish them, and they
threw him into a puddle.”>

Mr. Bootles jumped. W

“You—you ordered your: servant to
punish Rookwood boys?” he said,

“Yes, cerlainly!”

“You impertinent young rascall’
exclaimed Mr. Bootles, really angry
now. “I am not surprised that Silver
lost patience with you. You may go
and make yourself tidy now, and I will
speak to you later.” Mr. Bootles rose
and opened the door, “Flynn!™

“Yes, sorr!” Flynn of the Fourth
was passing, and he came at Mr.
Bootles’ call, Bl

“Please take the new boy to the
dormitory, Flynn. Then show him fto ..
the Fourth Form passage; to No. 2
Study, which he will occupy.”

“Yes, sorr,” sald Flynn. g

Mr. Bootles stepped back into his
study, breathing hard. He could
foresee a troublous time for Lord
Mornington and for himself. His
Jordship had been allowed to run wild
by a careless guardian for years, and
the result was not pleasant, It was |
evident that the boy had always had

Bootles,
You
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his own way among his dependents,
that he had grown up self-willed and
passionate-tempered, utterly  incon-
siderate of others, and selfish to the
last degree. The guardian, awaken-
ing to a sense of his responsibility at
last, had washed his hands of him by
sending him to Rookwood. It was,
perhaps, the wisest step he could have
taken; but his lo ip had painful
Iessons to learn, and did not seem in
the least in a mood for learning them.

Flynn looked at him very curiously.
He had seen his lordship’s arrival. But
the Irish junior was good-natured, and
prepared to look after the new fellow
kindly enough.

«This' way, kid,” he said, and Lord
Mornington~ followed him to the
Fourth Form dormitory. ~“You can
get a wash here, and faith, you need
it, and Il find & clothes-brush to lend
your

TLord Mornington threw his jacket on
a

He waited for Flynn to powr the
water into the basin for that much-
needed wash.,

“And Tll take you to your study, if
you'll buck up,” said Flynn.

He sorted a clothes-brush out of his
own box.

“'Here you are.”

«Brush me down,” said Lord Morn-
ington.

“Ob, all right!”

The request might have been made
more civilly; Flynn did not suspect
that it was not a request, but an
order. He good-naturedly brushed
down his lordship’s trousers.

“Now my boots; they are muddy.”

“Sure I can't use me clothes-brush
on your boots, intoirely!”

“Nonsense!"”

“Phwat?”

“My boots need brushin’, and my
servant is not here. Brush my jacket
first, as it will make the brush dirty.”

Flynn leoked steadily at the new-

THE FISTICAL FOUR!

«Is it giving me orders ye are?” he i

I3
%

“Certainly!”

Flynn put his brush back into the
box, and turned to the door. . He had ‘g
a quick temper, but he did not want
to hammer a new kid so soon after
his arrival.

“Where are you going?” shouted his
lordship.

“Sure I'm going down.” .

“Stay here!”

Flynn grinned, and went out of the
dormitory. Mornington’s face flushed
with rage, and he caught up a cake
of soap from the wash-basin, and
hurled it after the Irish junior with all
the force of his arm.

The missile caught Flynn on the
back of the head. Flynn uttered a
yell and spun round.

“Phwat — phwat that?
Yaroooh!”

“Now do as I tell you, you fool!”

Patrick O'Donovan Flynn gave Lor
Mornington one look. Then he rushe
at him. Right and left his hands }
came out, clenched hard, and his lord-
ship was knocked sprawling over a bed.

“Now thin, ye spalpeen,” panted
Flynn—"*now get up and give me some
more orders, begorra!”

Lord Mornington scrambled off the
bed. He did not seem to want for

was

4

courage of & wild-cat kind.  He made
a furious spring at Flynn, clutching
at him savagely. }

Biff! :

Flynn's right caught the new boy j
on the chin, and he went with a crash
to the floor.

There he lay, gasping. Flynn gave
him a look, and walked out of the
dormitory. As he ascended the stairs
he caught sight of a fat man in livery
entering the House, with a bull-pup
under his arm. The man spoke to him
very civilly as he came down into the
lower hall.

“Excuse me, sir. Can you tell me
if Tord Mornington has arrived?”

comer. He began to understand.

Flynn grinned.

R o I,




* abuse from the estimable young gentle-
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'?‘::'Sure he has, and who may you

“1 am his lor

's valet, sir.”

A valet

horiled
h intoirely!

in the dorm, nursing

Come on, I'll show ye the

“Howly mother av Moses!

pointed cut the Fourth Form
cry, and then hurried out to
with many chuckles, to the

Aeroxt
Rcochod fellows that his lordship's
da

alet had
R Jenkins went into the dormi-
tory, and fonnd his lordship sitting
on a bed and rubbing his chin, his
brow black as thund

So you've got here, you fooll"|e

rled his lordship. , xclama iare
“¥es, my lord. 2
And  Mr. Jenkins  set 5t s

brushing and renovating his lordshm
cncouraged by an_incessant string of

mam o

CHAPTER 2.
s Lovdship Makes Himself at Home!

PLAAI‘ Scott!” é
G .m

Four uttered
chorus.

ration in a kind of
Footkall was over, and the Classical
chums had come in to tea. As they
came down the passage fowards the
end study they were astounded. Out-
the study stood a pile of furni-

that excla

ture.
Most of the “household goods” of

the Fistical Four were stacked there—

the bookcase, several hoxes, the pic-
ures, the desks, some of the chairs,

and other articles.

They could scarcely

believe their
“A blessed Modern raid!” howled
Lovell. “We'll make Tommy Dodd
sit up for this!”

There's _somebody
,7 said Raby.

in the study

Jimmy Silver,

study to my ovm Ls.ste I ‘shall ; req
another room for my servant.” ‘=
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“Caught in the act! Come on!”
The juniors rushed on, fully ex-
peeting to find Modern raiders in the

59

study. But no Moderns were Vi
sible,

It was not a raid fr

of Dagnor om the rival party

Lg}l;d I\Tommzton and Je
in the study. Beauty, the bull4
was also there, reposing in the aﬁL;g-
chair. The “removal” was evidently.
chg work of the new arrival,

What does this mean?”, ehouted

nkins were

hc nington looked round.

et out!” he said.
“Get out"’

““Get out of my own study!”
His- lordship utcered an

“He wantsgitl = “ %
“He wants i w*‘
suoh & cum-’ b

“Do you think youll be allowt
keep a cervant here?” demanded RnB

“1 shall insist upon that.”

“As soon as_Bootles sees him he'n iy
be sent off with a flea in his ear,”
howled Nev.ce“ne

“ Nonsense !

Lord Mornington turned his back on'
the Fistical Four.

“Take that glass down, Jenkins!”
he said. at is no use to me.
Throw those wretched vases mto the
passage.”

o Yes, my lord.”

a finger on that glass, and
In Nquash you!” bellewed Levell, strid-
ing furiously into the study.

Jenkms hvsxwte '

.00k here,” said his lordship
an”my “I don't want any interference
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from you. I have takbn this study,
and shall keep it. I don’t want you to
give it up for nothin’, however. How
much do you want?”

“Eh? How much whaL?”

“Money, of court

Lord \dommgwn “took out a wallet
and opened it. A wad of banknotes
was revealed to the amazed eyes of the
Rookwood juniors.

There were at least six or seven
fivers, a3 well as a whole chunk of
one-pound notes. His lordship did not
want for ready cash. He had a good
deal more money than all the rest of
the Fowrth Form at Rookwood put
together; and with such a supply he
was pretty certain to make friends in
the school—of & sort. Jimmy Silver &
Co. were not of that sort, however.

«“put your silly money away,” said
Jimmy contemptuously.

“How much do you want? I will
glve you ﬁve pounds.”

shut up!”

“Bahl Ten pounds if you like,”
said Mmmngmn arrogantly.

ick him out," said Lo vell

THE FISTICAL FOUR!

“Nonsense!"”

“Are you going to do as you're told!

“Certainly not!” 3

“Then yowll be licked until you do@
Put him across the table, you fellows,”

said Lovell. “Ill teach the cuij
manners with a cricket-stump!”
“Hands off!” roared his lordship

furiously.
Jimmy Silver and Raby grasped
him and threw him face downwards
across the table and held him thered
They were fed-up with his msolence
and mey felt that it was time he h
a lesson.
Lovell picked up a cricket-stump and
swung it in the air.
Whack, whack, whack! 3
“Yow-ow-ow!” shrieked his lord-:
ship, writhing and wriggling under the
lashes. “Help! Jenkins, you fool,
come here! Help!”
Jenkins blinked in at the doorway.
Newcome flourished a stump .under hi:
fat nose, and Jenkins promptly re-
treated again.
Lovell went on with the castigation.

rugged hi
aud puc the wanet back into his

pocket.

“Ve well, please yourselves,” he
said. “But I keep this study, Jenkins,
throw (hose young ruffians into the
passage.”

“Throw us into the passage—out of
our own study!” gasped Lovell
“PpPinch me, somenodyl 1 know I
must be dreaming.”

“Do you hear me, Jenkins, you con-
founded fool?”

“Yes, my lord!” faltered Jenkins.

“Then do as I tell you.

Jenkins blinked doubtfully at the
TFistical Four. They settled the matter

the

or him taking  him
shoulders and spinning him out of the
study.  Jenkins collapsed into the

pa:snge and 1ay there gasping.
ng cad,” said Lovell,

he had needed.
‘Whack, whack, whack!

th yells p\oceeded from

lcoked on, grinning.
L will you put the fmnihul G,
bad"’ asked Lovell, pausing to takef
breath.
“No!” shrieked his loldsh‘
Whack, whack, whack
“Ow! Yow! Help!”
Whack, whack, whack!

make, Lovell,” said Flynn. “Moind yi
don’t b)‘eﬂk the stump on
intoirely.”

“Now, you
“pug Lhat fumt
o iture back into the

Whack, whack, whack!
“Now will you do as you're told?”
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“No!” }elled Mornington.
ed

“Cave!” cal out Oswald. “Here
Cumes Bulkeley!”
et him come,” growled Lovell,

and he whacked away with the cricket-
stump, to an accompaniment of
ﬂcndlsh yells from his lordship.

“What the thunder’s all this row?”
¢xclaimed Bulkeley of the Sixth, look-
ing in angrily. “Lovell—whab—J

“I'm thrashing a cad, Bulkeley,”
said Lovell, lowering the stump. *He's
asked for it. It's all right.”

“Let him go at once!” exclaimed
the prefect. “Is that Lord Morning-
ton? How dare you treat a new boy
like this?”

“He's_shifted our furniture out of
the study, and he won’t put it back,”
growled Lovell.

His lordship slid off the table, and
stopd trembling in every limb, his eyes
h‘azmg with passion.

#Mornington, what have you Inter-
fcred with this study for?” satd
Bulkeley.

“I have taken this study for my-

“What! Did Mr. Bootles tell you to
do so?”

“No.”

“Then_what do you mean?” de-

manded Bulkeley.

“I have chosen this study.”

“Is the fellow mad?” exclaimed the
captain of Rookwood, in amazement.
“Do you suppose that you will be
allowed to do anything of the sort,
Aornington?”

“I shall please myself.”

“You don’t quite know whom you
are talking to, I think,” said Bulkeley
scry quietly.

I don't know, by Jove, and I don’t
:nre'
“I am the cnptam of the school, and
liead prefect.”

“I don’t care what you are.”

“Don’t you? I think youll learn to
Care in time,” said the Sixth Former
Brimly,  “Put back the things you

have moved out of this study at once!”
T w
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“Shall I put them back, my lorde™ -
ventured Mr. Jenkins, peer ?

study.

“Not” screamed his lordship.

“Who are you?” ejaculated Bu!keley,
staring at the fat manserva.

“His lordship’s valet, sir.”

“You have brought a valet with you
to school, Mornington!” exclaimed the
Rookwood captain. “I think you must
be out of your senses. The man must
Vc sent away at once.”

I will not send him awa,
"Y u will come with me,"

collar. “You too, my man.”
“I won't come"’ yelled his lordship,
Bulkeley did not reply to that. With

a grasp of iron on Mornington’s collar, '

he swung him out of the study and
marched him along the passage. Mr.
Jenkins followed, with an impassive
face.

J]mmy Silver whistled.

“Rather a surpr;‘se'packe&‘ that mer-
ks

chant,” he remar as if
we've got do our moving job our<
selves. Still, I don’t think hell shift
our furniture any more after this.”

The Fistical Four proceeded to put’ '

their study to rights. It was not likely,
indeed, that his lordship Wauld invade
the end study again. Fistical
Four were rather too tough a. nut for
the noble youth to crack. =

CHAPTER 30.
His Lordship Finds Friends!
R. BOOTLES looked worried as
Lord Mornington
into his study with Bulke!ey!
grip on his collar, Mr. Jenkins bring-
ing up the rear. %
“What is the matter, what—what?’
said Mr. Bootles, laying down his pen.
“Mornington ppears
brought a ma.uservanr. with
school, sir,” said the prefect dryly.

him to

ering 2
Bulkeley’s broad shoulders into ﬁ?g‘

have

said ..
Bulkeley, tnkmg n!s lordship by me’

% thougbt you had better, deal With -
him.” k&
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“Bless my soul!” .

Bulkeicy relcased Mornington's ccliar,
snd the estimable youth gave him a
glance of hatred.

“Mornington, 1s it possible that you
have been so foolish?” exclaimed the
master of the Fouith.

“I have certainly brought my ser-
vant here,” said his lordship haughmy
“The man is a blockhead, but I necd
him. I suppose I am not expected to
live here without a servant?”

“You cannot keep a servant here,”
said Mr. Bootles, with laborious
patience. “He must be sent away at
once. Is this the man? My man,
you cannot remain at Rookwood. You
nust leave immediately.”

““He cannot leave,” said Lord Morn-
ivgton. “I require his services.”

“Hold your tongue, boy. My men,
will leave unmcdlatel do you
hear?

“I will not allow it!” shouted his
tordship.

“Mon‘mgwn. if you utter another
insolent word I shall cane you!” said
Mr. Bootles, out of patience at last.

“I will not have my servant sent
away. I require him. Who is to
brush my clothes if Jenkins is sent
away?”

“Rookwood boys brush their clothes
‘hemselves, Mornington.”

“T shall do nothing o! the kind.”

“Dear me!” said ootics.

“1 shall write to nxy g\.ardmn at
once,” said Morni is
povernor of this schiool, and ho will
see that I am treated with proper
respect here. I do rot intend to
cndure any impertinence, even from
masters.”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bulkeley.
Mr. Bootles® face was a study.

“Buikeley,” said Mr. Bootles at last,

“will you oblige me by scesing Lord
Mornington's servant off the pi i
You may leave this boy to me.’

“‘l(.".:ogo.kalmly, gir.”

jou are
shoutedx hx‘? lgrdshxp

=P

2
S

not to go!”
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“I order you to stay here!”
“Get cut, please!” said Bulkeley.
*“His lom&hlp says—'

“You get out, or I shall pitch yor
out!” soid Bulkeley sharply. “I've
time to waste on you. Now, then!”

“Slay where you are, Jenkins. I
he touches you knock him down.”

“Bless my soul!” murmurcd Mr,
Bootlcs dazedly.

“If you please, my lord, I can't
knocl’ him down!” eaid Mr. Jenkins
submissively.
d:mu qun.e easily, my lord.
I had better go, my lord!” 4

“You cowerdly fool! If you go I
discherge you without a character, and
1 will punish you somchow for disobey-
ing my orders.”

Mr, Jenkins looked oddly at his lord- |
ship. As a matter of fact, Mr Jenkins,
xcnhsed very clearly that he could not '
remain at Rookweod, and that his well-
paid though onercus service \uth Lord
Mornington was at an end.

It is said that even the worm will
l.mn Mr. Jenkins was undoubtedly

good deal of a worm, and he pro-
cecdcd to turn, now that it was quite
clear that his noble employer could be
of no further usc or profit to him.

“.‘io I'm sacked, my lord?” he said
gulel b

“Yes, you fool!"”

“But your lordship will be kind
cnough to recommend me——"

“Nothing of the kind. You are &
dishonest scoundrel, and I've let you
rob me because I've found you useful.
You may go cn robbin’ me :r )ou stay.
If you go, I've done with

“Bless my soul!” repmted Mr,
Bootles faintly. This extraordinary
new hoy nlmcsL overca*’q him.

“well,

me, Tve donse with your rotten lord-
said Mr. Jenkins. “And glad |
I‘il be to sec the last of such a rotie‘ll. 4

cuhl"

“What!”

“Which I've 'eld my tongue a long
time,” eaid Mr. Jenkins.. *“But I've
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thought all the same, my lord. If
ou was my son I'd take the strap to
vou, and I'd thrash you within a hinch
of your m‘c, you miserable little bully-
ing puppy!”

'.{enkms, you scoundrel, how dare
youl”

“Why not, when !m sacked?”
srinned Mr. Jenkins. d wot I
thinks of you, my lord, is wpt every-
body else thinks of you, though it don’t

nnscy bullying, ill-mannered
tripehound I never did see. Good-bye,
my lord, and I 'ope you'll get llm\shed
into your senses!”

The worthy Jenkins twned away
grinning.

“By gad!” gasped Lord Morning- a

ton at last. “By gad!
nent scoundrel!”

“Bulkeley followed Jenkins, to sce him
out of the school.

“Mornington,” said Mr. Bootles
solemnly, “you should reflect upon
what you have just heard from your
servant. It should show you the
esteem in which you are really held
by persons who, from interested
motives, sumbit for a time to your
caprices and folly. I shall not punish
you now, Mornington, but if there
should be any repetition of your inso-
lence towards me, your pumshmenb
will be severe. You may go.”

His lordship left the study, gritting
his teeth. Townsend and Topham
were waiting for him in the passage.
The nuts of the Fourth had spotted
him taken into the study by Bulkeley,
and they were waiting for him, to
seize the opportunity of making his
lordship’s acquaintance,

“Glad to see you,” said Townsend

The imperti-

affably.  “Gettin® ready for tea?
Cume with us and have tca in our
study.”

“Oh, do!” said Topham. “De-
lighted't”

Lord Mornington stared blankly at
the two Classicals. This overwhelm-
ing civility from two fellows he did not

SCEOOLBOYS’
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know surprised him aft
perxenccs at Rookwood. efter fig ek
y Jove!” he said at last.

“Come along, dear boy!” ss.ld
Townsend.  “So) you've had such
a rotten time with -those cads, Silver
and the rest. They’re rahk outsiders,
you know—really decent chaps don’t
speak to them!”

“Youll find plenty of fellows like
yourself here,” said Topham. Those
outsiders are barred by our set.” t

Lord Mornington thawed conslde'r-
ably. He had come to Rookwood ex-
pecting the world, as it were, to bow
down and worship his title and his
money. He had received nothing but
painful shocks so far. But this Wwas
a taste of the sycophancy he had
longed for. With a cheerful look he
accompanied Townsend and Topham
to their study.
and he was hungry. Ra

Fourth was in the study.
ship junior had the doubtful honour’
of sharing that study with the nuts.
of the Fourt

Rawson gla;ced at Lord Morning- |

enough.
Rawson passed out of the study, being
due in the end study for tea with the
Fistical Four.

“Who's that shabby bounder?”
asked Mornington, with a curling Lip.

“A scholarship cad!” eald Towns
send. “They had the cheek to shove
him inw this study. We don’t speak

to hi
“Hxs father's a carpenter,”

Topham. i
“By Jovel” f
‘“He'’s gone out to tea, 50 he wgnt

bother you,” sald Townsend. Sit

down, old chap, and well soon have
a spread ready, and a smoke after
wards, if you like."

“Oh, good!”

Lord Momlngmn sat down u.mi
whted a cigarette, while the nuts ?!t,,
U, o, Bt 5, U
Townsend an am d
of great delight. They bad bagged,.

sald
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his lordship, ferestalling Smythe of
the Shell in that noble object. It was
casy to see that he was a fellow of
their own tastes; the cigarette indicated
s much.

Peele of the Fourth came in, and
was duly presented to his lordship,
who condescended to give him two

er,
fist or any other person to Peele.

*“Here's your chair, Mornington,”
said Townsend, when tea was ready.
“1 think you'll find the toast all right.”

Lord Mornington sat down to the

table. The door opened while tea was
in progress, and Jimmy Silver looked
in, with a bull-pup in his arms.
“Hallo! I heard you were in here!"
said Jimmy, as cheerily as if nothing
had happened between his lordship
and himself. “I've brought your dog.
You left him in our study.”

Jimmy set down Beauty on the car-
pet.  Lord Mornington put his hand
in his pocket, fished out a half-crown,
and tossed it across the table.

“Take that for your trouble”

he

said.

Jimmy Silver looked at him.

“That's for me?” he ask

“Yes; take it, and get out.”

Townsend & Co. grinned.

The captain of the Fourth picked
up the half-crown, and came round
the teble. He seized Lord Morning-
ton by the halr and twisted his head

forw and shoved the half-crown
down his back. His lordship gave a
roar. Then he was . spun sprawling

across the carpet, and Jimmy Silver
walked out of the study, whistling
cheerily.

Townsend & Co. rushed to help his
1o shlp Mornington was stuttering
with .

“DonL mind him!” sald Townsend
cmg:;;lmng.y “Rotten outsider, you

v didn't you pile on him?”

yeﬂed Mor.nr.gton} ° him?
Not  worth ft, mur-
mmc(l m“nsnnd Towny \:Juld as
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soon have piled on a British Grenadif
as on Jimmy Silver.,

“ Grooh! Thnt dashed thing
down my back!

“Let me fish it out old chap,”

Peele.

b gdh' Don't bolher, you ass!”

Lord Mornington shook himseil
the half-crown slid down Into
shoe. Then, with a very ruffied lool
he sat down to tea again. Tea over
Townsend, with a glance at his com:
panions, proposed a little game. |
lordship was only too keen for a littld
game, and the table was rapid
cleared, and cards and cigareltes pi
duced. Towny's new chum
evidently a fellow after Towny's Ow
heart. ~ Undoubtedly his lordship

a worlhy addition to the noble circl
f the Giddy Goats.

2

CHAPTER 31,
Rawson Puts His Foot Down!
AWSON was having tea in the end
R sludy. The scholarship junior.
was often a guest there. 5
nutty atmosphere of his own study
not nearly so_agrecable to him.  Teag
over, Jimmy Silver & Co. had to thi
of their prep, and Rawson took
lcave. The burly junior left the e
study, and went along the passage to}
his own. Jimmy Silver exchanged aj
wink with his chums, 5
“Listen for the sound of giddy war<
fare,” he remarked. “There's a nutt
party on in Rawson's study, nnd yous
know how Rawson likes ‘bacey.”
The Fistical Four grinned.

the door. Then he coughed.

The sludy was thick with tobacco
smoke. Townsend and Topham, Peel
end Lord Mornington were
round the table, cigarettes in thei!

mouths, cards in  their  hands
Cigarette-cnds littered the floor, and
coins bank-notes the tables

Lord Morninzton had been losing, andy
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the nuts of the Fourth were in a state
ol great satisfaction.

Rawson coughed, and glared into the

tudy.

“You horrid beasts!” he shouted.

«“By gad!” said his lordship, look-
ing up. “Therés that shabby cad
come bazk! Get out, you cad!”

“I've come to do my prep!” ex-
claimed Rawson angrily. “What do
vou mean by turning my study into a
tap-roomn?”

“on, draw it mild!” said Townsend
uneasil “Look here, Rawson, do
vour prey in Silver's study for once.”

Rawson did not reply.

e grasped at the table and up-
ended it, and cards, money, cigareties
and ashivay rolled on the carpet and
out into the passage.

d Lord

te!” yelle

“Collar  the brul
Mornington. “Jump on him!”
Rawson laughed comtemptuously.
“Get on with the jumping!” he
said. “You smoky rotters, you ought
to be in a low pub—that’s the place
for you! Here, hands off, you wild-

cat!”

lordship, crimson with rage, was
ng at Rawson, clutching at him
agely.

The sturdy  scholarship  junior
grasped him at once. A red streak
showed on his cheek where Morning-
ton had clawed him. But his lord-
ship hed no chance to do further
damage. Rawson swung him to the
door.

“Back me up!” yelled Morningten.

The three nuts, taking their courage
in both hands, as it were, rushed to the
rescue.

Bump!

Lord Mornington went sprawling in
the passage. Then Rawson turned on

the nuts of the Fourth as they
grasped at him.

There was a  terrific, but brief,
struggle in the study.

Then Pecle went whirling out,
sprawling across Mornington in_the

and Topham went after him,

Dpassasge,
Lying,  ‘Townsend made a spring to
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escape, but Rawson caight him by the
col Townsend found himself being
whirled through the doorway, and
landed on his fallen friends. The
Giddy Goats sprawled in a heap in the
passage.

“Bravo!” yelled Jimmy Silver from
his doorway, and a roar of laughter
came from the other fellows looking
out into the passage.

Rawson caught up the cards, the
money and the cigareltes and pelted
the struggling nuts with them till all
their property lay round them in the
passage, amid yells of merriment from
the Fourth.

Then he slammed the study door

and locked it, and sat down to his
work.
Ierd Mornington staggered up. ‘
ch!” gasped Townsend: “The
awful beast! ~ Grooh! N-n-nevef
mind, Morny! Come i us to
Smythe's study! Groooh!” *

Lord Mornington shook his fist at
Townsend, and strode away furiously.
The merry little party in Towny's
study had ended—not merrily. d
as the new boy strode furiously away
howls of laughter from the Classical
Tourth followed his lordship.

OWN

CHAPTER 32,
A Littte Too Lordly!

IMMY SILVER sat up in bed, and

yawned.

J The rising-bell wes clanging
out over Rookwood School.

The sun shone cheerily in at the
high windows of ' the dormitory.
Jimmy Silver yawned, and turned out.
Jimmy was generally the first fellow
out of bed, and he was always ready to
lend a helping hand to any fellow who .
was disposed to be slack. erk.
the bedclothes off Arthur Edward
Lovell, bl by with 2 pillow,
and squeezs
kindly assis
did oot te
of gratitude.

e for which hi

tanc i
ify the slightest symptoms

ify
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«you silly ass!” éaid Newcome,
dodging out of bed. Keep that
sponge away, you frabjous idiot!”

“ghall I help you, Towny?” asked
Jimmy Sllver‘ dipping the sponge into
a jug of water,

Townsend, the dandy of the Fourth,
olled out of bed in hot haste.

No, you chump! Gerraway!”

“Topham, the nsmg bells stopped.” 4

THE FISTICAL FOUR!

“Mind your own business!” snapped
Mornington.

“You'd better get up, old ch.m,
sald Townsend persuasively. *You
havc to come down with the rest of

, you know.”

I shall do nothing of the kind!”
rd Mornington laid his head on

the pillow again.
Jimmy Silver grinned, and finished
Having dressed as far

“Blow the Tri
Topham drowsily.
YOow-0W-WOowW-wooop

The wet sponge dabbed on Topham’s
face, and dispelled his slecpiness
quite suddenly. Tnplmm made one
jump out of bed.

I—

“rm sleepy.
1

“Grooogh! You beast’"
“Now, then, Mufin!”. said Jimmy
Silver.

Tubby Mufiin, the fat boy of the
Fourth, looked nervously at Jimmy
Silver. Tubby liked to snatch a few
extra minutes of repose. But Jimmy
Silver seemed in a very active mood
that morning. He came along to
Tubby’s bed, and Tubby rolled out on
ihe other side of it just in time to
cscape the sponge.

“Keep off, Silver, you beast!”

“Oh, buck up!” said Jimmy.
“Don't be a slacker!”

Jimmy crossed over to the wash-
basins, and was soon splashing mer-
rily in cold water.

Classical Fourth had tumed out,

The rest of the|

his shirt and trousers, he ualked alon;
to Lord Mornington’s bed. With o
powerful jerk he stripped off the bed:
clothes. §

There was an exclamation of ragel
from the new boy as he sat up.
!“You rotter! Leave my bedclothes
alone

“’Ium out!™

"I won't!"”

“Slnckers aren’t allowed

dmm.”, said Jimmy Silver.

“Qut yo

“I won't!” yelled his !oxdshxp, -
Jimmy Silver smiled, and caught his
lordship’s ankles, Lord Mornington
came out of bed then with a bump.
He jumped up in a fury. and rushei
at_Jimmy Silver. 4
It would have been-easy cnough forf§
the athletic captain of the Fourth tof
knock him across the bed with a single3

with one
was the new boy in the Four&h——l.oxd
Mornington. Mornington was awake,
but he showed no sign of getting up.

“Time to turn out, Mornington!” |g,
said Townsend.

“I shall not be g»mn’ up yet,” said
the new boy. “Don’t make such a row
in the room, I'm goin’
slecp.’

“Rlsin’-heﬂs gone.”

"Hanv the rising-belll”

Jimmy ilver,  towelling  himself
down looked across at the mew boy.

“Youll have a prefect after yougif
you're late down!™ he called out.

please. to

‘floor, and left him there, and returned

S
as helpless as if he had been in the coils
of a boa-constrictor.
He struggled and panted, his furious
face looking into Jimmy Silver's smiling

“You rotter! Let me gol”

“Had enough?” smiled Jimmy.
“Confound you! Let me go!”
Jimmy Silver sat his lordship on thed

to his dressing, Lord Mornington stag
gered up, panting. He seemed inclinedy
for a moment to return to bed; but thatg
was evidently useless, with Jxmmy Silvel

in (he dormitory.
e gave Jxmmy a glare of hatred, bu



THE SCHOOLBOYS'

not come to close gquarters again.
;eedy linabs were still aching fr
5’5 iron erip.
tter buck up, Morny!” murmured
Townsend. “We have to be down by
half-past, you know.”

“Where is the bath-room?”

“Top late for that,” said Townsend.
“you have to turn out jolly early to get
a chance at the batierooms. There isn't
ont each, you know. Wash here.”

“Where i3 the hot water, then?”

*“The what?”

“The hot water.”

Townsend grinned. -

“4Je don't have hot watcr in
morning.”

“Am 1 expected to wash in cold
water?”

“well, we all do.”

“7 pefuss to de anything of the sortl”

“EHm”

“You ‘s forced to wash if you
don't, W to,” said:Muffin, who had
siready finished his ablutions. Muffin's
ablutions did net extend farther than

i in. “Don’t bother about it,

aid
fost

the

is ]
MMorny.”

Lord Mornington uttered an exclama-
tion of diszu

“you dirty beast! Do you think I can
go down hout washing?”

“Well, I do,” said Muiin contentedly,
“f don’t believe in all this washing.
think it’s unhealthy.”

“pan! I must have hot water.
YWhere i3 the bell?”

“The bell?” cjaculated Lovell.

«3 suppose I must ring for hot
water.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

rord Mornington frowned at the
laughing juriors, and procecded to look
for the bell. There was no bell to be
found. The juniors watched him with
preat merriment. The idea of a fellow
in the Fourth Form ringing for hot
Water in the morning tickled them
greatly.

“T say, old chap,” said Tovwnsend,
“{here isn't 2 bell, you know. Youwl
really have to go it with cold water.”

“onsense! I must have hot water!
Someone fetch me somel”™
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
Iy “I will give ten shillings to whoever
fetches me a can of hot water.”
“For goodness’ sake shut up, you

pusse - proud  bounder!”  exclaimed
Jimi Silver impaticntly. “Do you
thi ] ellows will be paid to fag for
you?”

“Mind your own business! Who will

fetch me hot water for ten shillings?”
gaid his lordship, looking mund.]-mg

There was o derisive chuckle from
most of the Classical Fourth.
Tubby Muffin came to the rescue.

“Tin your man!” he exclaimed
promptly. “Hand over the tin.”

Lord Mornington fcit in his jacket,
and carelessly tossed a ten-shilling note
to the fat junior. Tubby Muffin rolled
out of the dor ry at_once. Tubby
was always hard-up, and ten shillings
was & fortmight's allowance to him.

Money was little to Lord Mornington,
who had much more than was goed for
a great deal to Tubby.
wnced ab Jimmy with &

V! grim. His lord: 2
to await Tubby’s return. Jimmy Silver,
who had finished dressing, waited, too.

CHAPTER 3%
Curing a Cad!

“HERE you are, my lord!”

Tubby Muffin came into the

dormitory with a big can,
steaming. He plumped it down beside

Mornington’s wash-basin, Sonie of the
Fourth Formers were grinning, but some
of them looked grim. Lovell took Tubby
Muftin by the ear.

“Muffin, you fab worm—""

«Yow! Leggo, Lovelll”

«“You're not allowed to fag for that
swanking cad, Muffinl”

“Yow-wow!” . Fi

«If you fag for him egain, you'll'get
it in the neck!” continued Lovell, com-
pressing his grip ont Muffin’s plump
ear. “Do you savvy?” *

yow-wow-wow ! Leggo!”
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“Get out, you worm!”

Lovell led Tubby to the door by his
sar, and planted his' boot behind him.
Tubby departed along the passage at a
great rate, with a loud yell. Meanwhile,
Jimmy Silver had picked up the hot-
water can.

“That is mine!” said Lord Morning-
‘on, between his teeth.

Jimmy shook his head.

Lo won‘t be hard on you, as you're a
aew kid,” he said. “But ycu‘e got to
anderstand that you can't swank in the
Fourth Form at Rookwood. You can
keep your fllthy money in your trousers-
pocket. Cold water is good enough for
us, and good enough for you, if not a
little too good. This water Is going
out of the window!”

‘“You hound, give me that can!”

Jimmy carried the can towards the
window.

“Will you give it to me?” shrieked
his lordship.

“No jolly fear.”

Lord Mornington made a rush after
Jxmmy, his hands clenched. Lovell and

Raby and Newcome promptly collared
him’ and held him back. The new boy
struggled in their grasp, kicking furl-
ously, and scratching like a cat.

“My hat! What a blessed wild
casti” ciaculated Lovell. “Sit o
him!”

Bump!  Lord Mornington went down,
and Raby sat on his chest, smiling down
at him. Lovell stood on his legs.

“Now keep quiet, you rotter!”

Jimmy Silver opened the window, and
calmly poured out thé hot water into
the ivy outside.
emHe stepped away when the can was

ty
Now, are you goin! 2.
it sy going to wash in cold
::};;)u hound' NO"'
e can't let
wamha e Dot }ogego down \vnhout
Mufﬁn washes & bit. Youvc got to
‘ Leb me go, you rotter!”
you going to wash in coid

“No!” shrieked his lordship,
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“Then we'll jolly well wash you!™

said Lovell determinedly.
‘““Ha, ha, hal”
“Lend a hand here, you fellows!"”
The Classical juniors wmmﬂy lent a
hand. Townsend and Topham and
Peele, who had thelr own reascns for

\nshmg to keep well with his wealthy 3

lordship, did not join in; but they did
mt go to the rescue. They left the

rmitory quietly, leaving Lord Mom-
ington to settle with Jimmy Silver &

0.

A dozen hands were on his lordship.
His pyjamas were yanked off, and
Jimmy Silver swamped water into &
foot-bath, and dipped a sponge in it.
There was a gasp and a yell from his
lordship as the cold, wet sponge
plumped on him.

“Yooocogh! Yooop! Oh!”

He struggled desperately in the "r S
of the laughing juniors.

But there was no escape for hxm He
was to be washed, and washed he was.
Jimmy Silver swamped waLer over him,
Oswald rubbed on soap, &l
minox rubbed another cake of soap into
his hair.

In 2 few minutes he was. frothing
with soap from head to foot, and®shriek-
ing with rage. Never had his lordship

een 5o unceremoniously handled in all
his lordly life before.

“There!” said Jimmy Silver appmv-
ingly. “Now he can finish himscl
unless he wants to go down dressed m
soap!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

His unhappy lordship was released,
and he lay panting and gasping. The

Classical
dormitory, leaving him to his own

devices.

Mornington staggered up, and shook
a soapy fist after them, stuttering and

en | spluttering with rage and soap. He was

left splashing wildly in the foot-bath,
striving to clean off that liberal allow-
ance of scap.

The Fistical Four strolled oub cheerily
into the quadrangle the suushmy
morning. They felt that they had done

d Dickinson'

P

Fourth stréamed out of the .

R
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their duty, and deserved well of their
country.

“‘We shall curo that swanking cad in
the long run,” remarked Jimmy Silver.
“If he stays at Rookwood long enough,
we'll make him quite decent. It's kill or
cure!” )

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

Lord Mornington was down in time
for breakfast. He scowled savagely at
the Fistical Four across the breakfast-
table, and Jimmy Silver & Co. replied
with cheery smiles.

Lord Mornington was accustomed to
causing dismay with his frowns, but he
was making the painful discovery that
matters were very, very different at
Rookwood.

CHAPTER 3,
Mis Lordship Takes French Leave!

ORD MORNINGTON took his
L place in the Fourth Form for the

»

first time that morning. He was
the object of a good deal of curiosity in
the Fourth.

A itled fellow, simply rolling In
money, was naturally an object of
interest. It would not have been diffi-
cult for Lord Mornington to become
popular in the Form if he had been a
different kind of fellow. But “swank”
and overbearing manners did not con-
duce to popularity.

Townsend and the other nuts were
willing to be friendly with him, and put
up with his uppish manners. Tubby
Muffin would have stood anything from
a fellow who had so much money, but
very few others were inclined to stand
his nonsense—least of all Jimmy Silver
& Co.

The Modern Fourth were in the Form-
room for first lesson, and they regarded
his lordship very curlously. Tommy
Dodd & Co. had seen something of him
already, and heard more. Their opinion
of him was that he was a rank outsider,
and that the Classicals were very
welcome to him.

Mr. Bootles was very patient with his
lordship that morning. The Fourt

hlwe beat St. Jim’s or notl” » %
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Form master knew a good
his lordship's early tmlgnmg,dg]}: m
make allowances for him.: Perhaps, also,
the fact guardian was a
governor of the school had its influence.

Mornington had lost both his parents
at an early age, and his guardian, a
busy political gentleman, had neglected
him, so there were excuses to be made
for him. e

His lordship had to go to the bottom
of the class, even below Tubby Muffin,
who had been the champion dunce of
the Fourth before Mornington's arrival,
But that did not affect him in the least.
He {cok no pride whatever in Form
work, and evidently regarded it as a
miserable infliction, only be sub-
mitted to because it could not be .’
avolded. B

ft morning lessons Lord Morn-
ington was joined by the nuts as he”
came sullenly out of the Form-room. - ‘

His nature was haughty and un-
pleasant, but he had already realised
the need of friends of some sort, and
he allowed Townsend and Topham and "
Peele to be friendly, though in a con-
descending manner. But Townsend & |
Co. were ready to take any amount 0f
condescension from a noble lord. g,

They sympathised with him, some-
what hypocritically, for, as a matter of
fact, the scene in the dormitory had
tickled them. But they fully
with him in his dislike of Jimmy Silver
& Co, i
something of & solace to his
lordship.

After dinner, while most of the
Classical Fourth had gone down to kick
a football about -on the playing-feld,
Lord Mornington strolled in the quad-
rangle with his new friends.

“You don't care for football?” asked
Townsend. %

His lordsh{]p{) g;]ifl.’ed. , 4ty

“No! Ru ik

“Quite my idea,” agreed Townsend
“Those duffers of the end study fag lt
it no end. I don’t belleve in workmmn 5
football. I don’t care twopence whether
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“Rotien bore, feotballl” said Pecle.

“Is there anythin’ doin’ here?” asked [ But—

Lord Morningten. “If looks to me as if

1 shall be kored to death in
pmce! Beastly of my gumdmn to ¢
me here!”

“wWell, we make things lively some-
times,” said Topham. *We can intro-
cuce you to a chap who knows all about
geggees, if wa Ire.”

Ty s on this afternoon,”
“Do you ever go to

otte)
send

said Mor nn ton.

o Well, we've done it on a half-holi-
day,” said Townsend cautiously. “Of
course, it's strictly on the @ T. It
means the sack it it comes out!”

“'They wouldn’t sack me. My
gu an's & govema" of the school!”

“Well, we're not in the same boat,
and we have to be jolly careful. Can't
be_ done this afiernoon; it's not a
holiday.’

“ "~m old grind in the Form-reom, I

can't be helped.’

“I dow't sce why it cani be helped.
2o, all the same?”

Cui leszons?”

“Why,

nd, uhamna his head “It’s 1
ay!”

gtcm sﬁeyred
“I took you for sportin’ fellows!™he

cvoagh 17 said Town:

send a Jibtl: Uy, it's no goed
runmnin’ ene’s head :lg"unsr, a brick
wallt”

“Lgok here, Il have a car out, and
wei ha.'.'enluppm runl” said M
ngton. stand the car; I've ot
plenty of tint” ¢

“Make it Saturday afternoon, man”

“Rot! I'm sick of grindin’ I
%eg s un%;ke it this aflernoon. 1 <u\)posc
‘lep) nne car?’

”§e teley gy {rom here for a car?”
o can dodge into Bootles' stua:
end use his ’phome when L llf‘{
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1t
Jbut the thought of the

there,” said Peele. “We do <'on‘et.1mcs. ~

“yell, Lhcn we'll make the car come

to Coomb that we shan't be spotted
goin’, and .uk down to the vitlage and
mees it

“But we can’'t cut lessons!”  ex-
taimed Topham.

We can make up seme li
said Mmmngton coolly.
away with u.;, and we cou:
that sort.”

for that,” |
e car rain
m't stop if,

“Or we had a breakdown somewhore.
Anythin’ will do for a yarn. And we
can have a rippin® afternoon out.”

“Phew!”

“Better than n the Form-
room, what!”

“¥es, rather! But—-" b

“Well, come!”

Townser & Co. locked at one |

another was e strong temptation,

pussib!e con-

sequences made them hesitate., ¢ .
“Well, you are a goer!” Tovin-

d at last. “I-—I wonder if we could
1ton

pose ib’s a lickin’, we can stend
it,’ d Lord Mommgwn “T tell you
Im fctl~up with this place, and I'm goin’

to have some excitement, anyway. We !
could have a rippin’ afterncon. We can
tell any lie you like when we geb back.”

“It might be worked!”

send thoughtfully., “W
fo. a ten minutes’ run, the bleas»d &
yan away—breakdown Lrym’ to get ba
—long walk home—w]

“Wouldn't do for he Head,
might do for Bootles,” said Peele
“Bootles is & simple old dufier. L
chance it!”

Topham nodded.

“Chance it,” he said. “You'll have t
dodge Bootles to get ab hxs telephone,
though. Let's go and scout.

‘The four juniors entexeﬂ the Schoc
House. . Townsend tapped at MM
Bootles’ door, with an excuse ready i
the Form-master happened to be Ll‘ex

But the study was empty.
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“Better let me ‘phone,” said Town-
send. “Thcy know me at the garage at
Lanth:

"Go nhead then.”

“IUs understood that youre footin’
(.hc bill.”

“Yes, y&y!"

Townsend cntered the study, his
cotnrades keeping watch In the passage.
Tne dandy of the
garage at

?;

therc—in times of prosperlty Townund fron
few

had had a car out before. In a
minutes the were made,

) A
CHAPTER 35,
The Truantst 3
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T Jimmy Silver.

The_ Fistical Four were still
on the football ground when the bell
rang for afternoon classes.

‘They joined the Fourth, luuming to .
the Form-room.
Mr. Bootles came in, and found all hil

Form In their places save four,
notcd the four empty places, and

ned. d
& Tovmscnd. Topham, Peele, and
sald.

and Townsend quitted the study.

“All serene!” he sald. “They're
sendin’ a car at once to Coombe to wait
for us outside the station. A good car
for four, T wld them.”

' Good!”

“It’ll be there soon a.fu:r we get there, sir

it we walk,” sald Townsen
‘Come on, then!”

The nuts left the House in great
spirits. Townsend and Topham and
Peele were quite under Mornington's
influence by this time. Townsend
stopped to speak to Tom Rawson in the
quad. They were on the worst of terms
—but that did not matter to Towny
when he had an axe to grind.

“Tell Smythe I've gone down to
Coombe, will you, Rawson?” he asked.
~Tell we're comin’ back in a car.”

*Certainly!” said Rawson.

“‘We shall be back before afternoon
lessons,” sald Townsend.

' Right-ho!”

‘The nuts went on their way. Town-

cnd was grinning, pleased with his own
“:tuleness.

“ Bootles is sure to inquire nm-r us

vhen we don't turn up for lessons,” he

«id. “Rawson will tell hhn nll ‘that.
I* will show that we only intended to go
it for a half-hour or s0 before lessons,

bear out the yarn we've got to spin
n we come back, Savvy?"
‘Ha, ha, ha!”
And the nuts of the Fourth strolled
+' of gates, and walked away merrlly

A1 the rond to Coombe.

nington are not here,” he

‘The Fourth Form vere already aware

of that, and they were wondering where
the absentees were.

Do you know why these boys are not

here, Silver?”
“I haven't scen them since dmncr.'

“Hm!"

The lesson proceeded, but the
abscntees did not appear. t lesson
being over, and the four p!xccs still
vacant, Mr. Bootles' frown grew more
and more portentous.

HERES the blessed belll” sald

“Docs anyone know what has beme :

of those four boys?" he asked.
Rawson stood uj

“They went nuz after dinner, sir. .

Townsend Jeft a message With me for

Smythe of the Shell.”
“Where did th:lyr g0, Rawnon?

“To_Coombe, afraid the
may have been an nocldent i md
wson. “Townsend sald they were

going for & run in a car, but would be
back before lessons.”
my soul!”
Mr. Bootles' anger vanished at the
thought of an accident.

“You are sure t.hcy were going In &

motor-car, Rawson'
“Townsend snld they would come

“H'm, h'm! Mr. Bootles looked
worrled. * Surelv nothing but an IA;/C-\' g
dent could have detained them so late

8ilver, I shall ;eavem im:eh}' chnrte
the Form for a few minu
Mr. Eooues quitted mo Form-room

X

alkd
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hastily. He hupried to his study to tele-
phonCy to the police-st hon at Coombe

for news of an_acciden
“what the dicker
the bounders?” said Lovell. ““They ca
be cutting lessens, surely, on purpose?”
«Just like Mornington to do it,”
grinned Oswald. “I shouldn’t think
the others had the nerve, though.”
“Bet you they're cutting lessons, and
they’ll come back \\'uh a thumping yarn
about a breakdown,” said Dickinson

k‘as happened to
n’t

ed thoughtfully.
f. Hc knew that
TLord Mornington was reckless of con-
sequences, and it looked as if he had led
the nuts into an escapade. There would
bz trouble for all four of them when
:hest/ returned, there was no doubt about

Mr. Beotles came back into the Form-
room, frownin

Lessons went on, but there was ng
sign of the four. When the time came
for the class to dismiss they had not
returned.

The Fourth Formers went out in a
buzz of excitement.

“This puts the lid on, and no mis-
take,” said Lovell. “Theyre staying
out for a lark. Why, it will mean a flog-
ging all round.”

“Unless they can stuff Bootles up,”
snd Jimmy Silver.

“He will want a let of stuffing.
Bootles is an ass, but not quite so much
an ass as all that,”

“They must be off their rockers, I
think,” said Jimmy Silver. “They've
gob a good nerve, bub it isn’t quite the
game to cut lessons—and il’s rotten
caddish to Lell lies about it afterwards—
and Lhm. s their game!”

“silve:

Mr. Boatlﬂs Zookcd out of the doorway
u" Lhe School Hou:

. Yes, sirt” saw\ Jnn'ny

I should like you to go down to
Coombe and sce if you can find out any-
Mornington and his com-
banions. I fear ihat something may
have happened, though I cannot get
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news of any accident. Lovell, Raby and
Neweome can accompany you.” A
“We'll go with pleasure, sir,” sai@
Jimmy.
“If you get any news, bring it to me
at once.”
“Ye.,, sir.”
The Fistical Four started at oncel
They soon arrived at Coombe. Buf
there was no sign in the village of th:
missing four. Information was obtaines
at the village tuckshop, however.  Oldy
Mrs. Wicks had packed a lunch-baskety
for four young gentlemen in a motor:
car, and the four were Townsend & C
They had gone off in the dircction of
High Coombe, Mrs, Wicks told them.
‘The Fistical Four quitted the tuck:
shop, looking grave enough. b
“That means that they’ve gone tof
the races,” said Jimmy Silver quietly.
“We’re not bound to mention that to
Bootles, though. My hat! Mornington
is rather an improvement on the
giddiest of the Giddy Goats, I think
Fancj cumng lessons to go to the
races!
'“Ihe rotter ought to be kmked out ot
the school!” growled Lovell.
“They must be coming’ buck soon,’
said Jimmy. “Let’s have a stroll round
and see if we can see anything of th
car. Theyre playing the giddy o
but we might as well give them a 4
what to expect.
“Oh, all rigl htt” S
And the Jumors took the road to;
High Coom)

CHAPTER 36

Not a Merry Outing!
“ TOP here!”

Lord Mornington snapped ouff
the words. s
His lordship was in an exceedingly
bad temper. Townsend and Tophan
and Peele were looking surly andi
sullen.
g car was whizzing along the

juniors were tired, hungry
and exasperated.
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‘That afternoon at the races had becin
a splendid prospect—vicwed at RoOk-
wood before they staried. It did noi
reem quite so splendid after the event.

The resuit had been what they might
have expected. They had seen the
races; and they had found horsey

gentlemen quite willing to accept their
\)eLs. They had plunged on their
“faney "—with the lamentable result
that To“nccnd and Topham and Peele
were ‘“cleaned out,” and Lord Morn-
ington, large as was his supply of cash,
was in the same condition.

His lordship had lost ten times as
much as all his companions put
gether, but the loss was probably not
so serious to him. But it
cient to make him sulky and savage.
As for the three nuts, they \vereAxﬁ

3

- “What arewe stoppin’ for?” growled
'opha

Lord \mrxungton stepped out of the

1 want somethin’ to drink,” he said.
“And we can’t get home yct, anyway.
We've got to turn off to Lantham.”

“Lantham! What the thunder for?”

“That car’s got to be paid for. I
shall have to get some money there.
I lost all my tin at the races.’

“Precious ass you are!”
‘Topham.
paid for the

“Well, I canb pay him.”

“On, rotten! We've no time to go
to Lantham. Besides, how can you get
The

growled
“The chauffeur has to be

was suffi- | oney at Lantham? bank's
closed.”

“I can get moncy there,” said Lord

i # that before

low spirits and bitterly ¢
now that the escapade was over, the
consequences loomed near, and seemed
much more serious than they had
Secmed before.

Altogether, there had seldom been
& :nrher or more ill-tempered party
than the four young rascals in the big
car.

Lord Mornington signalled to the
chauffeur to stop, as ihe car was pass-
ing a wayside public-house on the High
Coombe road, a few miles out of
Coombe. The car came to @ halt.

“What are we stoppin’ for?” asked
Townsend sulkily. *“We're late already.
We don't want to miss callin™over.”

“Hang calling-over!”
“That's all very well,” growled
Topham. *“But therc’s the dickens to

pay already, and we don’t want to
make it worse.”

‘\Iommgton Ssneer

* Beginnin' to geb scnrcd?" he asked
bitterly.

' On,
rotlen idea, anyway.

" 1 Keep your courage up.
not _afraid.”

“You've got a governor at Rookwood
to step in for you,” said Pecle sulkily.
“We haven't.”

go and eat coke! ~ It was a

I'm

I came to Rookwood, in case I should
have a flutter and go stony. I've a
fricnd there who'll see me through.”
“A moneylender?” exclaimed Town-
se
“Well, yes.
sncered hls lordship.

You needn't be afraid,”
“I shan't ask

you to pay for the car. Come in and
have & drink.”

“A—a—a drink!”

“Yes, a—a—a drink!” m!mlcked

M oumwbon “I want a pick-me-up.”

trode Into the public-house;
the nuLs after a little hesitation, fol-
lowed him. Most of their recklessness
had evaporated. They had sampled
some champagne at the races, but its
effect had passed off, leaving them
feeling low and miserable.

“May as well be hung for a sheep
as a lamb,” sald Townsend recklessly.
“Come on!”

The chauffeur, sitting stolid in the
driving-seat, looked after his peculiar
passengers curiously, and shrugged his
shoulders. He had driven Rookwood
fellows before, but never a party quite
like this.

Mornington strode into the inn,
a disdainful glance around him,
fat and rubicund man came to
what he wanted.

ask
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Two or three carters were in thc
dusky room, drinking ale and smoking,
and they looked at the Rookwood

party.

“Can I have some champagne
here?” asked Mornington.

“My eye!” said the landlord, in

astonishment.  “I don't keep cham-
pagne ‘cre, and I shouldn’t serve it to
boys i id.”

‘What have you

looked
steadily at Lord Mornington.
ington had already drunk more than
his companions, and his face was
flushed, and his head a little unsteady.

“Looks to me as if you've been drink- | g

ing already,” said the landlord.
won't drink here, sir.”

“You insolent rascal!”

“Wot!”

“Give me some whisky, if you have
nothing decent to drink.”

“Come away, you fooll” muttered
Townsend.

“Do you hear me?” shouted Morn-
ington. ~ He fumbled in his pockets, and
produced the loose cash he had left,
and threw it on the counter. “Now
serve me!”

The landlord shook his head.

“I don't serve whisky to schoolboys,
sir,” he said. “You'd better go.”

“You silly fool!”

“And you'd better keep a civil tongue
in your head, or you'll be put outside,
and sharp,” said the publican angrily.
“I'll serve you with lemonade, if you
like, and that’s all you'll get ‘ere.”

“Lemonade! Fooll”

b hat!” muttered Townsend.
“The silly fool's tipsy! Come away,
Mornington. Let’s get back to the car.
Do you hear?”

Mornington shook his hand off
angrily. His face was flushed crimson,
and his eyes gleamed. His savage
temper had full play now. The wine'
he had foolishly drunk was running
nqb in his head.

“Will you serve me?” he shouted.

“You
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*No, sir, T won't!”

'
L)

“Then I'll help mysell.”

“By gosh!”

Lord Mornington grasped at a bottle
of whisky among those on the bar. The
landlord, quite out of temper now,
caught him by the arm and dragged -
him back. The next moment Morn-
ington’s fist was dashed full in his face. {3

*Oh, great Scott!” gas] Peele.

The stout landlord staggered back, 7
and collapsed on the sanded floor. He =
sat there dazedly, Lord Mornington
glaring down at hi

“Now will
scoundrel?”

Mine host staggered to his feet. He
placed himseli with his back to the

you serve me, You

oor.

“You checky young rascal!” he |
gasped. “I'll show you! I'll keep you
‘ere while I send for the police!” ‘

“Now we're in for it!" groaned Town-
send. “What fools we were to come
out with that mad blackguard!”

Lord Mornington strode to the door. .
He was sobered now. -

“Let me pass!” he exclaimed.

“You don't pass,” said the publican
grimly. “I don't want your sort in
the Pcal of Bells, my fine young gentle- 7
man, Youll wait for the policeman.” " |
“Let me pass, you scoundrektl” ¥
“For goodness’ sake let us go!” ex- |
claimed Topham, in utter dismay. “We _
shall get into & row over this.” ‘

“That you will,” said the publican. |
“I'll see to that. I know where you :
come from—Rookwood. I know RooK-
wood caps. If you want to go, you'l
give me your names, and I'll come up
to the school and speak to your ‘ead- .
master. Either that or wait ’ere for |
the policcman.”

“Throw him aside!” shouted Morn-
ington.

«Joe! Tom! Lend a 'and ‘ere!”
Two big carters, grinning, joined the
landlord at the door. ~Mornington
dropped his hands. There Was no
chance of escape. 3

“We—we can’t give our names,’
stammered Townsend, *We—we—"
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“You won't go till you do!”

“We will give our names, if you lilc,”
¢aid Lord Mornington, a sudden gl
coming into his eyes. “My nunc is
Svl\er -James Silver.”

ownsond startede  In a moment he
cr.ugm, the idea.
“Mine's Lovell!™ he mutlle
“Raby!” said Peele.
“Newcome!” said Tophan,
Mr. Snagss wrote the four names
‘ith a <l|m~p of pencil tpon a dirly
shirj-cuff, and stood de frem the

oor.

“You'll 'ear of ihis,” he sald.

The four juniors passed out, glad to
cscape. They clambered into the c

“Prctty mess you've got us into, you
tipsy fool!” muttercd Townsend,

“On, shuy up! Lontham, driver!”

The big car slided away to Lantham.
Lord Morningten burst into a laugh.

“That fat scoundrel will go Lo Roo!.
weod and make a complaint, It will
he a pleasant slupme for that meddling
cad Silver}” Lz exclaimed.

“It was a dirky trick, all the sany
s1id Topham. “But better him than
us. I wish we'd never core out!"”
ond and Peele fervently shared
ish.  Blackguards as th y were,
their blackguardism stopped a gocd
deal short of that of Lord Morninglon.
But it was a liitle too late to thivk of
that now. Tite car glided away through
the dusk to Lantham, with thrce faces
in it, at least, darkly clouded.

CHAPTER 21
Gondemmied
OMETIHING'S up!” remarked
smytlr of the Shell saplently.
A good many of the fcllows
avrced with him, though what was
“up” they could not guess. Several
of them had observed a visitor being
shown into Dr. Chisholm’s study—2a
very peeuliar visitor for the Head of
Rookwood to receive. Jobson of the
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fi{th knew who it was. Jobson mien-
tioned that he had seen the man kefore

—i_chap named Snaggs, who kept a
public-house on the High Coombe road.

What the landlord of the Peal of
Bells could want with the Head of
Rookwood was a mystery. He had
driven up in a trap, and he was quite
a long i d. While he
was there, Mr. Bootles was sent for.
Tubby Mumn, ‘scouting in the possage,
heard a murmur of v but that was
all. The publican had been showm out
at lost, and had driven off in his trap,
and Mr. Bootles was scen to be locking
very disturbed and glum.  He hod also
directed Bulkeley of the Sixth to bring

Jimmy Silver and his companions to
him as soon as they returned to the
school.

It looked as if the Fistical Four were
booked for trouble of some kind. They
had no! returned yet, though it was
close on time for evening call-over.

Mack, the porter, was about 1o close
the gates when the chums of the
rnuuh arrived, breathlcss, and came in

¢ in time. They appeared at calling-
and answered to their names,
Lord

Bootles taking the call

nington and his three friends were

“You're wanted in Mr. Bootles’ study
—gilver, Lovell, Raby, and Newccme.”
“Yes, Bulkeley,” said Jimmy Silver

cheerily.

“What's the row?” whis
Oswald.

“ Nothing.

Bootles sent us to look
for Mornington & Co., that's all.”

That was all, so far as Jimmy Silver

knew. The Fistical Four repaired to
their Form-master's study, and found
AIr. Bootles with 2 grim brow.

“Follow me to the Head!”
Mr. Bootles curtly.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy, in wonder.
“We havent found Mornington and
the rest, sir. We lockcd for them a
good while.”

said
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“Never mind that now. Come with
.

Mr. Bootles rustled away.

Jimmy Silver & Oo., somewhat sur-
prised, followed him, and entered the

THE FISTICAL FOUR!

“Mr. Bootles asked us to go to
Coombe, and look for some fellows Who
have stayed out, sir.”

“Did you go along the High Coombe
road?”
. “Yes, for some distance.”

‘LP“’\. youq enter the Peal of Bells

Head's study at They found
Dr, Chishclm with a frowning brow.
“S8o0 they have " said the
Head.
“They are here, sir,” sald M.
Bootles.

“8ilver,” rumbled the Head, “T have
recelved an ex complaint
respecting you and your companions.
‘What have you to say?”

“I don’t know what the complaint
18, sir.”

“You have visited a

“I have?” ejaculates
amazement.

“You and your companions. You
demanded to be served with drink, and
caused a disturbance when you were
refused, and struck the proprietor, who
very properly requested you to leave.”

Jimmy Silver gazed blankly at the

ublic-house! ™
Jimmy, in

ad.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
simply agape. They could scarcely
belleve their ears.

“What have you to say?” demanded
the Head sternly.

“I—1 don't know what to say!”

gasped Jimmy. “We havent done
anything of the kind.”
“What!”

“We've certainly not entered any
public-house: and as for asking for
drink, I should think you'd know us
better, sir,” said Jimmy, with spirit.
“If anybody has told you so, it was
untrue.”

“A jolly thumping He!” said Lovell
‘vigorously.

“Mr. Bootles will tell you that we're
not that kind of chaps, sir,” sald Raby.

Mr. Bootles looked at them sadly, but
did not speak.

b ou deny the whole matter?”
sald the Head, eyeing them grimly.
“Cerlainly we do, sir.”

“Where have you been?”

P

“We did not go so far as that, or
we shouldn't have been back for call-
ing-over.”

“An! I sce you know the place!”

“We have passed it lots of times on
our bikes, sir, going to Lantham,” said
Lovell. “We couldn’t help knowing it.”

“You are acquainted with the land- ]
lord?” ‘

“Not in the least, sir.”

“I am sorry, but I cannot accept .
your statements,” said the Head grimly.
“The landlord of the Peal of Bells, -
apparently -2 very honest man, h.ss‘
driven over to thc school to complain
of your conduct. You entered his
place—strictly out of hounds for Rook-
wood boys—and made a disturbance
there. He made you give your names .
before you left.” % ‘

Jimmy Silver almost staggered.

“He must be mistaken, sir,
has Hed,” he said.

“Is the man a perfect stranger to
you?” |

“Perfectly.” ‘

“Then why should a perfect stranger
take the trouble to drive several miles
to make an unfounded complaint
against you?”

“Oh!"” murmured Newcome. j
to the Fistical}

o‘x"he1

Four. They
the Head, in a state of bewilderment.

“But—but we haven’t beery there,”
stammered Jimmy Silver. “We haven't,
sir. If you know the distance, you
must know we couldn't walk so far, and
get back in time for call-over. Mr,
Bootles will tell you the time Wi
started.”

“This is mere prevarication,”
the Head. “You hired a motol
or a taxi-cab. Mr. Snaggs stated
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g’ncuy that you arrived in a car of

“Oh, my hat!” e
Silver, xclaimed Jimmy

As in a gash he understood,

Four young blackguards in a motor-
car, He did not need telling that the
party at the Peal of Bells must have
been Lord Mornington and his com-
panions. His sudden exclamation was
not without its effect on the Head,
though Dr. Chisholm drew a wrong im-
preulon from it.

“You see, all is known. Silver,” sald

" i€ doctor coldly. “Further denials
will be useless, as you can pereeive.
You are convicted of having acted in

a disgraceful manner—discraceful to
and disgraceful to the

school you belong to. Mr Bootles fras

spoken very favourably of your previous
Lhnmcter. or I should expel you from
the school. As it is, I consider that
 a scvere nczgimz will mect the case,
and I trust it will be a lesson to you.”

“A--a—a flogging!” gaspcd Jimmy

silver. “But it's all a mistake, sir; we
) were not there.”

‘‘Nonsense!"”

“We uercn‘t sir!” exclaimed Lovell
hotly. “We haven't heen near the
place, and we haven’t been in a motor-
car ay. Unless Snages was telling
lies, some other fellows must have
gjven him our names.”

“That is enough, Lovell Mr. Bootles,
vou will kindly sce that these boys
are sent to my study rcr a flogging
after prayers to-morrow.’

“Yes, Dr. Chisholm,” said the Form-
mn:ter heavily.

““But—"" burst out -hmmy.

“Silence! You m: Y
“It’s unjust!” howled Lovell, almost
boslde himself.
“Remove that boy, please, Mr,
~ Bootles.”

Mr. Bootles dropped his hand on
Lovell's shoulder, and the junior, chok-
ing with rage, was pushed from th
study. Jimmy, Newcome, and Raby |W
followed, bewiidered and enraged.

®

™

“My boys—my boys,” - said Mr,
Bootles sadly, “this is a blow to mel
How could you be guilty of such con-.
duct? I have had every confidence 1n
you.'

“We're not guilty, sir,”
Silver, as calmly as he could.
one clse gave our names.”

Mr. Bootles shook his head.

“Who could have done s0?” he said.
“Mr, Snaggs positively stated that he
knew lhe Rookwood caps of his unruly
visitors.”

“I know jolly well—" burst out
Lovell,

.Jimmy checked him with a glance
and o pressure on the arm Whatever
the consequences, the chums of the
Fourtn could not betray the young
blackguards v.ho had got them into -
this scrape. d they could not be .
sure, though umr suspicion was well.

grounded. There was a chance, at
least, that it was not the nuls of the
Fourth who had given their names.

And in any case, they did not fcel that
they could sneak.

“What were you about to say,
Lovell?”

“N-n-nothing, slr,” stammered Lovell.

Mr. Bootles sighed and walked away.
The Fistical Four went to the end
study, savage and furious. It was past
tea-time, but they were in no mood for -

said Jimmy .
“Some-

tea.
u“ wn didn't you let me be)l Bootles?™* *
dcmanded Lovell angrily ‘au_know
jolly well it must have bcen M
ington and his set ‘They were m a .
car, anyway.” 2

“We can't be sure!”

“Sure enough!” growled Rnby.

“We can't give them .wny. md
Jhnvnv with a shake of the hea B

Not after thcy‘ve used our nxmml

exclaimed Lovell

“We haven't proof they d!g. I
btllcve they did, but we haven't. any
proof. Anyway, 1'd rather not snﬂk.
evcn u it’s J ‘There'’s

"Blcssed it I see it

w«‘re booked
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for a flegzing 1 the morning for some-
thing we haven't dope!” exclail cd
Lovell savagely. ‘

“pPut not your trust in princes—put
it in vour Uncle James!” said Jimmy
Silver checrfully.

“Oh, don't gas!
to do?”

“I'm going to speak to Bulkeley.”
“What the merry thunder for?”
s_“Comc with me and see,” said Jimmy

ilver.

‘What are you going

And Lovell & Co., with visible signs
cof impatience, followed their Uncle
James to the study of the ceptain of
Reokwood.

CHAPTER 8.
“ Bulkeley is & brick!"
ULKELEY of the Sixth Iooked
B sternly at Jimmy Silver & Co. as
they came in. He evidently knew
all ahout the story of the visit to the
Peal of Bells,

“Well, you young rascals, what do
you want?” he asked,

“We want you to help us, Bulkeley,”
said Jimmy Silver calmly. ‘“We've 2
right to ask you. as youre captain of
the school!™

“Bulkeley can't help us, fathead,”
snorted Lovell. “He believes that we've
been pub-haunting—look 2t his face.”

“I haven't rauch choice about believ-
ing it,” said Bulkeley. “I understand
that you're to be ficgged. I must say
you deserve it.”

“We shouid, if we'd done what we're
accused of,” said Jimmy Silver. “The
point is that we haven't!”

Bulkeley leoked at him keenly.

“The Head won't listen to us, and
.Bootles has turned against us,” said
Jimmy. “He might have known us
better. Bub you can prove it, Bulkeley,
if you choose, and I think we’ve a right
to ask our captain to see justice donc.”

. Youve a right to ask that, cer-
t}%ﬁni sald‘ Bulkeley, with a nod Do

nean o say it you deny the
o Lo say that ycu deny the
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*Yes, from beginning tc end _Other
gave our names at the Peal of

Bulkeley looked incredulous.
“it's cicar that the fellows who went
there pelonged to Rockwood,” he said.
“Do you accuse other Rookwood
{eliows of borrowing your names to get
out of a scrape?” :

~There's nothing clse to account for
don't accuse anybody—that
Isn't our business. We want to prove
that we weren't the parties. that's all!”

“How can your prove it?” .

“We can't—but you can.” Jimmy
Silver took a photograph from his
pac!sct. and laid it on the table. . “Lock
ap that!”

“I's said

Bulkel:

your photograph,

es.™ :
“What do you want me to do wilh |

that?”

i

“I wont you to take it to the Peal

of Bells, and ask Mr. Snaggs whether

that’s cne of the boys who came into

his place to-dag,” said Jimmy Silver

calmly.

Bulkeley jumped.

“I know it's a lot to ask” said
Jimmy. “It'il take you.a good hour

on your bike, there and back. It's

that or letting us be flogged in the |
morning for something we never did,

and never thought of doing.”
“T1 go!” said Bulkeley promptly.
The prefect slipped the photograph
into his pockct and left the study.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome hugged
thelr siudy leader in huge delight,
“Blessed if I should have thought of
it,” said Raby.
to ask Bulkeley, too!
—a glit-cdged brick!”
“iTe is—he are!” said Jimmy Silver.

But he's a brick,

“Keep smiling, and trust Uncle
James!”
A few minutes later the Fistical

Four had the satisfaction of seeing
Bulkeley wheel his bicycle down to the
gatos, As Mack opened the gate fors
Bulkeley, four flushed juniors came 1

“It wanted a nervej
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Bulkeley glanced at them. Lord
Mornington and his merry parly had
returned at last.
¢ “Report yoursclves to Mr. Bootles,”
said Bulkeley. And he mounted his
machine, and rede away towards
Coombe.
Townsend & Co. came ‘in—threc of
* them at least with apprehensive hearts.
They had concocted their story, and
they hoped that it would pass muster.
But they were haunted with doubts,
¢ now that the hour had come.

‘They made their way to the master’s
study.

Mr. Bootles greeted them with a
frown, and with mingled relicf and
anger. He was glad to see that there
had been no accident to the absentees,
as he had feared. But that made his

Bnnger all the keener for the necdless
anxiety they-had caused him.

“Well, where have you been since
dinner?” the Form-master asked grimly.

“Awf'ly sorry, sir!” began Townsend.

“We've had an awful time, sir!” said
Pcele pathetically.

“Simply worn
Topham.

out, sirl” said

“What has happened then?” ex-
claimed Mr. Boof
“I'm very sorry l'or this, sir,” said

Lord Mornington calmly. “I asked
these chaps to come for a run mm me
in a car to Lantham, full;

intended to be back in time for after- | & Co.

The fool of a chauffeur
the moor,

noon lessons.
took a lonely road ncros
and the car broke dow!

“Indeed!"” said Mr. Boollcs.

“We tried a short cut across the
moor to get back, sir, and lost our way.
‘We've been wandering about for hours
and_ hours, hungry and_tired,” said
Lord Mornington. “We haven't
touched a bit of food since dinner.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Bootles.

“We've had an awful time!” groaned
Townsend. *“I—I thought we were
juite lost, and should h:“c to stay out
all night on the moor.
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“Dear me!” sald Mr. Boctles, his
anger quite disappeared. “You should
not have gone out in the car at all,
However, if the matter is as you say,
I shall excuse you for missing lessons,
I may point out to you that if you had
joined scouting excursions,
Townsend, you would know your way
about the country much better, and
this would not have happened. I shall,
in the circumstances, excuse you;
but please do not let anything of the

kind happen again. You may go and
ask the housekeeper for supper.”

“Thank you, sirl”

‘The four young rascals v.ﬂted the
study, almost breathless with delight at
their good luck. -

CHAPTER 39
Not Quite a Sucoess] .
IMMY SILVER looked anxiously out
of the doorway of the School House,
into the darkness of the quad.”

It was getting towards bed-time, and
Bulkeley had not yet returned. - The -
Fistical Four had done their prep—
though in an anxious Upon the
result of Bulkeley's mimlon depmded
whether they were to be flogged in the
morning, rather a serious matter for
the chums of the end study.

They were anxious for the captain

y |of Rookwood to ret,urn Townsend

. had joined a merry perty
Smythe's study, nme dreanﬂng af
danger, and firmly believing themselves
well out of their scrape. cre Was
probably a surprise in store for those
cheery young gentlemen.

“There's the gate bell,” said Lovell
at last, as a tinkle was heard across
the silent’ quad.

“Bulkeley at last,”
great relief.

he lights of a trap glimmered
through the darkness. A stout man
drove up in a trap to the House,
followed by Bulkeley on a bicycle. ‘The
captain of Rookwood jumped down and

said Raby, in



80
came in, followed by the rubicund
proprietor of the Peal of Bells, Jimmy
Sitver & Co. did not know the man, but
they guessed whom it w

Mr. Bootles came nut into the hall,
and frowned slxvhtly at the sight o
the red-faced Mr. 28, e
supposed that he hﬂd seen the last oi
that gentleman.

“This is that——  What—what!”
said Mr. Bootles, in his jerky way.

“I have asked this gentleman to
ccme here, sir,” said Bulkeley. “It
appears that Silver was mnot in the
party that made a disturbance at his
house to-day, and he has very Lmdly
consented to come and clear hin

“Which I'm sorry, sir,” smd Mr.
Snaggs. “The young himp gave me
that {here name, wiich I believed ’im.
And I says to myself, says I, I aint
going to allow the wrong feller to be
licked, says I, to save me a little
troub! So 'ere I am!”

“Bless my soul!”

“I showed Mr. Snaggs a photograph
of sil sir,” explained Bulkeley.
“He did 1ot recognise it.”

“Dear me! Silver! Lovelll Mr,
Snaggs, please look at these juniors!
Ave they the boys who visited your
place to-day?” asked Mr. Bootles, very
much flurried,

. _Mr. Snagds scanned the Fistical
Four. They submitted cheerfully to
the inspecton.

“Nover seed 'em before, sir,”
the publican.

“Bless my soul! Would you mind
stepping into the Head's room and
assuring Dr. Cln:holm on that point?”

“Werry pleased, sir.”

“This is where we come out on top,”
murmuwred Jimmy Silver, as the chums
IDllOVLed Mr. Bootles and the publican.

“Didn’t I tell you to pu* your money
on Som Ung:nlelJames

Chisholm Iooked

pumm 1 was shown B s, g

“Really, Mr. Bootlcs—“ he begen.

Mr. Boot®s explained hastily:

“Which tlmts the truth, sir,” said

said

i
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Mr. Snaggs. “I ‘ave never clapped
heyes on these young gents afore.”

“I am much obliged to you for com-
ing to tell me so, sir,” said the Head
courteously. ¢ You have prevented a
very seriouis injustice being done. My
boys, I am sorry for this mistake. It
is clear now that your names were
given by other persons. Mr. Snages,
you are of opinion that your visitors
were, however, boys of this school?”

“I knowed the caps,” said Mr.
Snaggs.

“Then perhaps you may be able to
boint out the real delinguents since
you are here. Mr. Boctles, will you
have the kindness to assemble the
Lowers Formas in Fall?”

*Certainly, sir!” «

There was concldmame excitement
in the school when the Head’s order
went_forth, Shell and Fourth, Third
ahd Second, turned out of their studies
and the Common-rcom, and were called
in from the gym, to assemble in Hall,
most of them wondering what was in
the wind.

The Tistical Four tcok their places
in the ranks of the Fourth. Lord '
Morningten and his comrades were
there, looking somewhat uneasy. They

had not seen Mr. Snazgs yet, but thexr
consciences, were not at ease. There |
was a hush as Dr. Chisholm entered
the Hall. Then Townsend gave a gasp
of terror as the fat form and red face

of Mr. Snages appeared, following Mr.
Bootles in.

“By gad!” muttered Lord Morn-
ington.

“The game's up!”
send, under his breath,
“Mr. Snaggs, will you be good enough
to point cut the four boys who visited
your house this afternoon, if they are
here?” came the deep voice of the Head.

Mr, Snagegs’ small but keen eyes
roved over the ranks of the assembled
Jjunioers. He stopped before the Fourth,
and p!:) inted out Townsend & Co., with
a slight grj

groaned Town-
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“'Ere they are!” he said,

“Mornington, To\vnsend ‘Topham,
Pecle, stand out!”

The nutty quartelte stood out, pale
and dismayed. The game Was up now,
with a vengeance.

- “Rles3 my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Bootles. “Those boys have been absent
since dinner, Dr. Chisholm, and the

Qdeceived me—deceived me grossly—
with a story of t.helr car having broken
down on the moor!

“Indced!” said the Head grimly.
“Mr. Snaggs, I am very, very much
-obliged to you! Good-evening, sir!

ring those four boys here, please,
Mr. Booiles! Now, what have you to

Say?”
Townsend & Co. had nothing to say
But Lord Mornington shrugged

shoulders, with a sneer.

“You visited a public-house, made a
disturbance there, and gave the names
of icur of your Form-fellows!” said Dr.

"Ifl—" stammered  Townsend
Thelplessly.

“We—we—— It was all Morning-
ton's fault!” mumbled Peele. “We—
we didn't want to go! He dragged us

into it!”

“Is that the truth, Momington?”

His lordship nodded coolly. What-
ever were his faults—and their number
was legion—he did not want for cool-
ness and pluck.

“Yes, it is true!” he said, with
another shrug of the shoulders *I was
bored to death, and I wanted a little
excitement. It was my idea from first
to last!™

The Head's brow was thunderous.

“I am glad that you are frank, at
Xcust " he said. “But for the fact that

jou arc a new boy, Mornington, I
sho\lld expel you from the school for
this! It is not only your rascally
escapade, but your baseness In uttering
delibi alschoods to place your
guilt on_other shoulders—that is the
worst.  You will be flogged before the
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whole school to-morrow morning! Your
companions will be caned, and will
write a thousand lines each!”

“Flogged! I!” exclaimed Lord
Mormn"mu "I will not

“Silence! Dismiss!”

. . . 3 . 3

‘The next morning all Rookwood was
asscmbled after prayers to witness the

flogging. Lord Mornington did not
submit quietly. He struggled and
kxcl.ed and a couple of prefects hnd to

assistance of old Mack, w

hnd “hoxswd ” him. The flogging wns
all the more severe on that account,
and when it was over his lordship was
quite subdued.

CHAPTER 48,
Swotting Under Difficulties!

LINK!
C A pebble rattled on the window
of the end study, and Jimmy,
Silver looked up from his work and
snorted.

Jimmy was alone in the study.

The door was locked. Jimmy Silver
was working hard, and it was a half-
holiday, nnd 50 it was strictly necessary
to “sport his oak,” for his study-mates
looked with a disfavouring eye upon
“swolting.”

Persuasive voices had addressed
Jimmy Silver through the keyhole,
urging him to come down to the
fuomall-gmund Only the scratch of
Jimmy's pen had replied.

The persuasive voices grew Very
threatening, and kicks and bangs were
bestowed on the door; but still Jimmy
worked on, unheeding.

Then his fricnds had retired, baffled,
and Jimmy hoped that he would get
a few hours in peace and quiet to
grind at the Anabasis.

But the hope was delusive.

The clink of the pebble on the
window proved that Lovell & Co. had
simply changed the locality of the
attack,
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Clink! Clnk! .

=0 crumbs!” murmured Jimmy.
“Thehémy asses! Why can't they let
a chap work? Bad enough to have to
work, anyway.

Clink! Clink!

Crack!

One of the panes went.

Jimmy Silver jumped up and strode
to the window. Under the window
Lovell and Raby and Newcome stood
in the quad, grinning. Jimmy shook
his fist at them, and they smiled back
sweetly.

“Come out!” shouted Lovell.

“Come out, you swot!” said Raby.

“Come out, you slacker!” yelled
Newcome.

“You silly asses!” roared the cx-
aspcmtcd Jimmy. “I'm swotting!”

& Bmv v.ow‘ =

“Advice to an industrious young
man—when about to swot, don't!”
grinned Lovell. “Chuck it and come
down to the footer!

“Took here, the exam comes off next
week!” said the unhappy Jimmy.
“You want me to win the Greek prize,
don't you?”

“Bother the Greek prize! = We want
to beat St. Jim’s when they come
over!”

‘“We shall beat St. Jim's, anyway!”

“Not if you swot on half-holidays
and cut the practice! Come outl”

“Come out!” chorused the

“Now, do raasonahlel" urgcd
Jimmy Silver, from the window. “I
don't like swotting, you know that. T
don't like Xcnophon. I wish the ten
thousand had rctreated to some place
Where they’d never be heard of again.

But if 'm golng to get the twenty
guineas, I've got to work for it. Think
gl{, the feed we'll have when I bag the

“l‘himc of the licking we Rl‘n]l t
if we ain't in foxm for St. Jim's!” 2

“Elow St.

“W('“ b!a lhc Greek priza, then!

" THE FISTICAL FOU.

Jimmy Silver snorted, His chum$
were unreasonable. been
agreed by 2ll the F‘Astical Four that the
end study ought to bag that big prize.
The Co. agreed that Jimmy Silver was
the chap to do it. It was understood,
too, that the handsomest prize of the
term couldn’t be bagged without some
hard work being in.  Jimm;
wasn't specially fond o( hard work, and
that bright afternoon he would ‘have
given almost anything to be out of
doors, But he had to grind for the
exam. The honour of the study was al
stake.

That study more than kept ils
reputation as a fighting study. It
shone at footer and cricket. In rags
and rows with the Moderns it was in
all its glory. But in scholarship it
had not been brilliant, as the Fourth
Form master had said on more than
one occasion. The Fistical Four had
not carcd much for prizes.

It had seemed a good idea to prove
that the end study could bag prizes
if it liked, andstwenty guineas was a
stupendous sum, and meant high funds
for the whole study for a long time—
when safely bagged.

Jimmy Silver was anything but a
swot as a rule, but of late he had been
swotting in season and out of season.
He thought, dreamed, and almost spoke
Greek. In dreams he marched ever so
many parasengs whh the famous ten
thousand. His chums had grown fed
up with it. On this special afterncon
the Co. considered it really too bad,

and they were determined that Jimmy
Silver should come out.

So, in answer to Jimmy's expostu-
lations from the window, they rcplied
in orus &

=“Come out! You slncker. come out!
Come down to the foof

“Go and eat cokel” mared Jimmy
Silver.

“Caome out!”

“I've got, (o workl"

"!‘o'ne out.

“Ii's Lwenty guineas!”

“Come 01
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“Think what a time we'll have when
we bag the cash!”

“Come out!”

“You smy fmbjom asses!”

“Comi

L‘\.xdenuy 1' was useless to explain,
useless to argue, and useless t0 expos-
tulate. Jimmy Sliver slammed the
window shut and returned to the study | s|
tavle.

Ch‘)k! Clink! Crash!

The. cracked pane fairly wen' now.
Tragments of glass were strewn over
{he study carpet. There was 2 roar of
laughter from bclow.

Jimmy Silver jumped up rmm, in n
0od of desperation. made one
D to the study cupboard for a bottle

f ink. He meade nnozher jump to the
window and threw it ope!

Tiwree grinning faces \\-ere turned up

to him.
Ha, ha!
"

“Come out‘
—— Grooo

swoooo.h! went the ink in a black
shower.

It swamped over the three grinning
faces, and Lovell and Raby and New-
come were transformed into Kentucky
Minstrels in the twinkling of an eye.
Wwild and suffocated ejaculations rose
in chorus.

«Gers

Come oul

2

TTTO000)
“Yurrrrrgh!
“Wooosh1”
Jimmy Silver slnmmed the window

shut again. contented smile

he sat down once mo:e to Anabasis,
and revelled in parasangs. Below, ln
the quad, Lovell and Raby and New-
come mopped ink from their faces, and
gasped out blood-curdling threats.

CHAPTER 41.
Mot Jimm} Siver!

I The tap at the door elicitcd
o wild howl from Jimmy Silver.
“Go away!”
“I say, Jil m.ny——-
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1, is that you, Rawson?”
“Yes. The door's locked.”

It was Reawson of the Classical
Fourth at the door. Ra; the
plarship junior, was also a competi-
for the Greek prize.  Jimmy Slher
his only serious rival. The examina-
tion was confined to junlors. cheral

Shell fellows had entere
was nobgdy in the Shell of v.hcm elmar
of ths Fourth Formers had need
afraid. They had rivals in the Fourth,
but they were well ahcad of them. It
was generally admitted that it was
between Jimmy Silver and Rawson.

“I don't want to interrupt you, if

ing,” £aid Rawson, through
the key) But it you're not using
your Lcdvn r.nd Scott, you might lend
it to me.”

“But I am,” said Jimmy.

“On, all right, then! Never mind!”

“What's become of your own?” asked
Jimay.
omebody's hidden it,” sald Raw-
goi. “A rotten joke on me, I suppose.
I can ' find it anywhere.”

“What a rotten trick!” said Jimmy
Silver. “Well, I'll whack out my lexicon
with you, Rawson. We'll work together
if you like.”

“ It it won't-bother you—-"

“Oh, that's all right!”

Jimmv Silver jumped up and un-
locked the door. Jimmy wus good
nature itseif, and it never occurred to
him that o disadvantage to his rival
was an advantage to

He \mloc)ud the door, nnd Rawson
cam The burly Rawson Was
pale nd tired, though
the most robust

ting hard,
remaried,
under his pillows. It was not uncom-
mon for Rawson to be seen sitting up in
bed in the early morning, studying
hard, whﬂc he waited for the rising-
beil.  Jimmy Silver did not carry swot-
ting quite €o fer as thal.

“Hallo] What arc those chaps up
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to?” exclaimed Rawson, glancing
through the window as he came in.

Jimmy followed his glance.

Three juniors with inky faces were
carrying & ladder towards the window.
It was oid Mack’s ladder, evidently com-
mandeered from the wocdshed. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome were looking
as furious as they were inky. It was
an attack by escalade upon the end
study that was coming.

“The silly bounders!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver, exasperated.
“ Swotting under difficulties!”

grinned Rawson.

“Yes, bless them!” Jimmy burst Into
a sudden chuckle. “Ill bring m
books into your study, Rawson, and
we'll whack out Liddell and Scott there
—you can Liddell while I Scott!”

Rawson chuckled.

“You take the books,” said Jimmy
quickly. “These blessed exercises, too,
and the paper, and my pen. I'm going
o get something ready for those
blessed duffers.”

“Right you are!”

Rawson carried off the paraphernalia
of the swot. Jimmy Silver opened a
box in the corner of the study, and
dragged out some of the articles belong-
ing to the Rookwood players. They
were an old Eton jacket and trousers.
With deft and rapid hands, he stuffed
other articles into them, and arranged
them on the chair, with the back to the
window, sticking a wig on the top.

It was only a few minutes’ work, ani
when Jimmy Silver
figure in the chair looked like a fellow
bending over his work, until seen at
close quarters.

Having completed that playful ar-
rangement, Jimmy then followed Raw-
fgr: lgoomut t;:ie strudy, changing the key

side of ti 9 ing

it %‘] the Tocs. the door, and turning

ere was a bump outside the win-

dow as he went. The ladder had
Jammed agair®t the sill. 3

- A minute later an inky and wrath-

iu} Tace locked through the windowv. It

Wwas that of Edward Arthur Lovell,

bad finished the |T
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Raby and Newcome were bchind him
on the ladder, breathing vengeance.

“There he is, the cheeky rotter!”
muttered Lovell, ring througn the
shattered pane. “Now, Jimmy Silver,
you rotter, you're going to have it.”

There was no reply from the figure
at the table.

“Come and open this window, Jimmy
Silver.”

0 reply.

“Well, T'll jolly soon get it open, and
vyoull be slaughtered,” said Lovell
“We'll make you eat your Greek ex
cises.”

Silence. b

Lovell snorted, and fumbled with the
window. In a minute more it was open,
and Lovell put his head in.

“Now, look out, you rotter!” he said.

Lovell was a little surprised that the
junior did not even look round. He
had expected that Jimmy Silver would
resist the invasion.

But the figure at the table never
moved.

“Blessed if he 4sn't gone to sleep over

his work!"” said Lovell. “Well soon
wake him up.”

“Ha, ha! Rather!”

Lovell edged himself in, and

dropped lightly into the study. He
waited for Raby and Newcome to
squeeze in after him.

Then the three of them advanced to-

gether.
Lovell bent over the leaning form and
oared !

“Wake up, you slacker!”

No answer.

Lovell, with a grunt, seized the Eton
jacket by the shoulder and dragged at
it, to drag Jimmy Silver over the back
pof sthe chair.

He had expected plenty of weight to
pull, so he put all his strength into that
terrific tug.

Unfortunately for Lovell, there wag
no weight, or hardly any.

The stuffed jacket flew up in his

hands, and Lovell, his tug meeting with
uo resistance,, flew backwards.



ks

THE SCHOOLBOYS'

He crashed into Raby and hurled
him flying.
Radlg rolled on the carpet, and Lovell

W)
Crash! Bump!
“Oh! Oh, my hat! What—what
he thunder—" stuttered Lovell.
“Yow-wow-wow!” came from Raby
in tones of anguish.
Newcome burst into a yell of

laugh T,
ha, ha! That ain’t Jimmy
leverl Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's a—a—a jacket!”
Lovell, blinking at his prize.
an %d jx};ket stuﬂed. by gum!”

a, ,

stammercd
YA—E—

* YOWw-OW-OW-1 wowl"

“The poonng rotter!”
Lovell. “He's gonel”

“Ha, ha, ml" shrieked Newcome.

“You cackling idiot, there's notmng

bellowed

to cackle at! He's gone!" roared
Lovell. scrambung to hig feet. “IN
scalp h

Lovcll the door and

dragged at it tunously But the door
did not open.
“What's the matter with this rotten

a,

“Wwell, if it's locked, that’s nothlng
to cackle at, you silly jabberwockl!”
hooted Lovell. "oh. I'll scalp Jimmy
Bilver! Come ol

“Yu“—ow wowl"

“‘What are you yowing and wowing
for, Raby, you ass?”

“Yow-ow! I'm hurt! You've banged
my head on the fender!” moaned

“Blo\v your head!
youl”

Lovell scrambled out of the window
again and slithered down the ladder.
He rushed round to the door of the
School House, followed more slowly
by his chums. They ran into the House,
and almost ran into Mr. Bootles, the
master of the Fourth.

Mr. Boozles halted them with a ges-

ture,
“Lovelll How

Come on, I tell

Raby! Newcome!
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dare you appear in ublic wil
shocdngly dir aces!” ho exciaimed
Lovell g
“It tsnt dh’ly sh‘
(hat—that got spilt—'
“Go and wash your faces at once,
‘)ou dirty boys!” said Mr. Bootles chid-
ngly.
The dirty boys went to w
faces obediently, but with Xeelmms '.hat.
could hardly be cxpressed in the
British language.

lb—ltu some ink

CHAPTER 42.
The Nuts Are Indignant!
IMMY SILVER and Tom Rawson
J worked contentedly in the latter's
study. It was an hour before the
Co. discovered where Jimmy Silver was,
and when they found he was in Raw-,
son's study, they wreaked their wrath’
by kicks and thumps on the door till
ulkeley's voice from downstairs
warned them to desist and scuttle off.
Then they gave it up and went to the
football flel

Jimmy gleger chuckled when they -

had depan

ting,” hs remarked. are_you
gelting on, Rawson?”
“Pretty fair, I think,” sald lewn.
“You're overdoing it,” md J!
with a critical glance at R.lwnon
“No good that,

face. doing

You ought to put in some fonunll nnd
keep yourself fit, or youll crack up on
exam day.”

R.awson shook his head. 5 -
the same, it's a mug’s game
overdo it and get uule.” said Jimmy
Silver. “I'm gb u good adv\ee,
like a kind uncle, you know. for if you

ck up the prize belongs to me,
g(r:u'n t.ge only chap who could beat
me. H

much chance, and O

Jjolly weak—and Topham won't have &

bare lcok-In. And that's the lot.”
#Xes, it's between you and me.”

some qule‘: nnd swot- %
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“Here's at you, then,” grinned
Jimmy Silver, “Pass the giddy lexi
con, and blow the whole giddy
alphabet from Alpha to Omega.
rather be playing footer.”

And the rivals wired in again, heip-
ing one another occasionally in a
manner that certainly did not smagk
of rivalry.

At five o'clock Jimmy Silver ¢
stretched his limbs, and yawned po:
tentously. Rawscn was grinding on.

“Coming out for a run?’ ask
Jimmy.

“No; I'm keeping on.”

“yowd do beiter to get some [frc:
air, old chap,” said Jimmy. * Y
don’t want me to beat you next Thurs-
day because you've cracked up.”

“I shan’t crack up. Thauks, all the
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s ‘dy, Xt‘nvmg Rawson pmm" o
books. There was no doubt in J
mind that Tom was overdoing if, an
that a little less swotting might have
meant a greater advance for
Unless he kept himself fit he had Jiti
chance of winning through a dificult
examination. But that was for Raw-
~on hx e]f m deude

y d down the
'pdssage \"nh G.eek "exbs and Persian
parasangs buzzing in his ears, and
yawninz widely. As he came dcv'
stairs he found Townsend and Topk
and Peele, the nuts of the Fourth, t:
ing en the middle landing.
Topham, nut and slacker as he
was a competitor for the twe
guineas, though as he neglected b
reek, and was generally in hot v at
with his Form-master about it, it
2 mystery how he expected to b
xam.
The three nuts were talking an
Cs;lgckyl).ng an #ue landing, and they Gid
observe thegea 't
coming dai s ,cmpt'un of the FOLAEh
nams \- as on
moment
- That. rotter Silver's with him now!”

B

Topha:ns hlb at that
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he said.  “The cad’s berrowed Silver's
ookz, too, I find. Bui—"
“Halio, Toppy! Taking my nane in

vain?” said Jimmy Silver cheerily.
“Who gave you leave to call your
Unele James a rotter?”

Topham spun round in alarm.

i h!  I—I didn't see you, Silver!

Jimniy Silver interrupted the dondv
of the Fourth by taking him
back of the neck. Topham
in his grasp.

gc!ed

“Let go, you silly ass!” he howled.
“Did
rottm?"

you call your Uncle James 3
smllcd Jimmy Silver, com-

D.
Help me, you feols!™.
hm\lcd Tcpnam
“Yes, come and help him!”
Jimmy Sﬂver, smiling at 'Iownsc'ld
and Peele. to the rescue, like
me o:ddy Paladins you are!”
Look here, let "Toppy go, you
chump' » said Townsend threateni
ke him!” yelled Topham, str

n

iy

gling,

“Yes, make me, dear boys!” said
Jimmy.

Townsend and Peele set their lips,
and made a rush sim hancovtly
Jimmy Silver swimg Topham rov v
the shoulders, the unfortunal Lc dandv
of the Fourth being as helpless in his
grasp as a sack of coke. There was a
roar {rom Pecle and Townsend as
Toppy came into violent contact with
them, and they were rolled cver en the
landing.
immy Silver chuckled as the two
nuts sprawled over, and rolled Tophsm
over them, and then went on his way
dc\msmns smiling serenely.

The three juniors sat up, gasping
and furious.
Ow! The rotter!” mumbled Top-

ham, rubbing his neck ruefully. ““Yow!
Ow! The beast guessed we were get-
ting A something against Rawscn, I
thinlk !>

“well, Le's gone now,” said Peele.
“Rawson’s alone. Let’s go in and see
hiim.”

“Giood egg!”, sald Townsend.
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‘The nuls had no desire to pursue
Jimy Sllver and take vengeance.
Jlm% was too hard a nut to crack.
‘They had been waiting for him to leave
Rawson'’s study, and now he was gone,
and the coast was clear.

“The rotter’s swottin® in the study,”
‘went on Topham. *Hes been swottin’
all the afternoon. He's kecpin’ it up,
you know. He means to bag that twenty

\r:ulueas, the poverty stricken cad!
gentleman's got no chance against a
- cad like that! I'm not goin' to swot!”
/ “Of course you'rc not!” sald Town-
send. “Ir's not to be thought of. But
that worm's not goin’ to bag the prize
if we can stop him! That
yours, Toppy, and you're goin’ to stand
an afternoon at the races in a car if
you bag it."”

“That's agreed,” sald Topham.

“Like the filthy outsider's check to
think of baggin' Toppy's prize!" said
Peele. *‘Cheek to be at Rookwood at
al], for that matter! Now those beasts
are all gone down to the football, we've
got a free hand!”

“Better call a chap or two more,”
said Townsend cautiously. *Rawson's
a savage beast when he's roused, and

. it’s_beneath our dignity to fight with
such a rank outsider. We'll call Morn-
ington and Smythe.”

*Good!”

.. The nuts 1dst no time. Lord Morn-
ington of the Fourth and Adolphus
Smythe of the Shell were keen enough
to Join in the ragging of the outsider,
having once ascertained that the Fisti-
cal Four were safl ootball
groi ‘The five “ Giddy Goats” pro-
ceeded to Rawson's study with far from
friendly intentions.

CHAPTER 4.
Ragging Rawson!
AWSON had laid down his pen.
R He was tired, and he was feel-
2z the need of fresh alr and
exemse But. he did not think of leav-
ing his work.

is | shall sce poor Dick again.
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Rawson passed his hand across
Iorchead. which was burning. He drl:x;
an envelope from his pocks took

et, and
oul a letter. He unfolded the letter,
which was well thumbed, and had evi-
dently been read many times. The
letter was in his inother's handwriting

“Dear Tom,—I can't say how glad I
was to get the news you gave me In

A | your lctter rlast weck about you having

a winning a big prize. Your
father Ls better now, but he hasn’t been
able to work since his accident. If
Dick were at home now we could
manage, but goodness knows when we
If some-
pay the rent we
can pull through, but don't think for
a moment, dear Tom. of lu\lng school
for our sakes. could earn
cnough for that u you were 1n ‘work,
and you might not even be able to get
a job. If you could win the prize you
told me of, that would save our home
from the landlord. Do your m{
dear boy, but don't overwork yourself.
Take care of your health. Don't worry
about us at home. s
**Your lo\'}nz mothﬂ’,

Rawson's Nrc-d eyes were dim as he
read that letter for the tmt.h or
twelfth time. He could read bet
the lines the wistful anxiety of u:e
poor uomnnk‘ His father sick un-
able to work, young
quired to be fed, but could not mm—
bute to the small income of the family
—that was Rawson's home. Unless he
won the Greek prize the clutch of a
rapacious landlord would close upon it.

Poor Rawson had offered to leave

Rookwood, to throw ||p his scholar-
o hl‘:’l.:”’pa.rewm&—l du‘;:g:.ﬁl?g

for
me would have ruined his

p
he could save them, nnd v.lthout '.hro“-
ing up his Rookwood pi
It Jimmy Silver could havc seen
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that letter he would not have wondered
that Rawson was working himself to
the verge of illness for the sake of the
twenty guineas.

That handsome prize was Rawson's
lodestar now, or 2 mirage in the desert,
as it might prove. An Old Boy of
Rookwood, of the Classical side, had
founded that annual prize when the
school was first divided into Classical
and Modern. It was open only
Classicals, as the Modern side did not
take Greek, having German instead.

The Classical Old Boy had been desir-
ous of encouraging the old classical
studies of his own time, and there was
no more effectual way of doing it than
by founding a handsome prize for a
Greek examination. Rawson blessed
the Old Boy a hundred times when he
thought of it,

His heart had been heavy some-
times when he heard the Fistical Four
discussing what they would do with the
He wondered some-

would think if
they knew how badly he needed it. But
that they should never know; the
scholarship junior had his pride. He
hoped to beat Jimmy Silver, though he
had his doubts about it.

Rawson laid the letter on the table
and sighed. His head fell on his hands,
and he fell into deep and gloomy
thought.

The door opened, but he did not hear
it. It had been left unlocked when
Jimmy Silver went out. Townsend’s

grinning face looked into the study.

“By gad! Here's the beast swot-
tin’!” said Smythe of the Shell, lcok-
ing in over Townsend’s shoulder.

Rawson started and looked up.

The five juniors came into the study.
Peele closed the doer. They surveyed
Rawson with mocking grins. The pal-

-lor of his face, the tired look in his
eyes, did not touch them in the least.

"We've comehere to give you a warn-
in’, Rawson,” began Smythe. “This
Bwottin’ is goin’ too far. You'rc not
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goin’ to be allowed ta bag Toppy's
prize!”
“No, by gad!” sald Mornington.

“That's the plain English of it,” said
Townsend., ‘“We're warnin’ you off 1

“Oh, go and eat coke!” S’ud Raw-
son contemptuously.

“Look at his giddy e\e*clfcs > said
Mornington:  “Piles of —Greek
"erbs (;vmceu out from begmnm to end,

“Let those papers alone!” shouted
Rawson, as Mornington began to gather
up his exercises. “What arc you
doing?”

“We're going to burn the whole lot,”
smiled Mornington. “If you're so fond

of Greek cxercxses, you can write the
lot out again!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Rawson came striding round the table,
his fists clenched and his eyes blazing.

“Put those papers down, Morning-

“Do you want me to handle you, you
fool?2”

“Youll handle the lot of us!”
grinned Smythe. “Dash it all, we're
wastin’ time! Collar the cad, and make
an end of his rubbish!”

The grinning nuts closed in on Raw-,
son from all sides.

Rawson put up his hands at once. He
was as hard as nails, and had made his
mark in the Fourth as a fighting-man.
He was hopelessly outnumbered, and he
was not in his usual form, hut his
courage was undaunted.

The nuts did not handle him very
easily.

‘The great Adolphus was sent flying
from a drive full on the chin, and he
gasped painfully and collapsed on the
floor. Peele jomed him there, nursing
his nose and yelling.

But Mornington and Townsend and
"Popham had hold of him then, and he
wens to the floor, with the three cling-
mg to him.-

ag the hound"’ hissed Morning-

ton. “Fommel him!”



THE SCHOOLBOYS'

Rawson struggled furiously.

Smythe and Peele scrambled up,
savage and furious, and hurled them-
sclves into the fray.

With five fellows scrambling over him,
punching and pommelling, Rawson had
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“Well, my hat!” said Smythe, in dee,

disgust. “A Rook chap’s peoplll:

goin’ to have the bailiffs in! Rookwood

prizes goin’ to pay out the broker's-

man! By gad, this school is comin’ to

somethin’! I wonder the cad ain't
d to show his face here!”

Wi

no chance. Breathless and
he lay punting on the carpet, with
Townsend knceling on his chest, Smythe
standing on his legs, and Mornington
holding his head. Topham had caught
his wrists, and gripped them together.
“Got the cad!"” gasped Smythe.
“Pin him down,” said Mornington.
“T1l jam his head on the floor if he
wriggies any more!”
;:gx, you rotters!” gasped Rawson.

c!

Rawson's head came in hard contact
with the floor, and he yelied.

“Have some more?” grinned Morning-
ton.

“Oh! Ow!”

“Shove those papers into the grate,
and set light to 'em, Peele,” said
Smythe. *“Shove in thc books, too.
May as well make a clean sweep. If he
sneaks to Bootles about it, we'll stand
together an’ deny the whole yarn!”

‘' Ha, ha, ha!”

Rawson struggled incffectually under
the weight of the four juniors, while
Peele, grinning, gathered up his papers
on the table.

“Hallo! What the dickens is this?”
cxclaimed Peele, picking up Rawson's
Ietler, which lay on the study table
where the scholarship junior had put it
down.

“put that lelter down!™ shoutcd
Rawson furiously.

*My hat! It's a letter from the cad’s
slum,” said Peele. *“I1l read it out to
you fellows!”

“Ha, ha! Goit!”

«put that letter down, you cad!”
shricked Rawson, struggling frantically.
“Don't you dare to read it!”

“Go it, Pecle! We've got the cad
safe!”

Peele, grinning, read out the letter,
which was greeted with howls of laugh-
ter by the nuts of Rookwood.

Rawson groaned. His cup of bitter-
ness was full. He knew that that
letter's contents would soon be all over
the school. The miserable poverty of
his home would become a standing joke
among all the fellows who were too
thoughtless or ill-natured to understand
the tragedy of it.

“I' tell you what well do with this
letter,” saild Peele, chuckling. “Well
stick it up in the Common-room for all
the fellows to read!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

The proposition was greeted with a
howl of laughter,

*'Oh, you cad!” panted Rawson,

“T'll go down and do it now,” grinned
Pecle. ‘‘You fellows muck up his rub-
bish here, and then come down.”

“Right-ho, dear boy!”

Peele quitted the study, letter in hand.
Rawson made a fierce attempt to throw
off his captors; but they held him fast,
and pinncd him down.

“Not just yet,” smiled Smythe. *All
Rookwood's goin’ to know what a beg-
garly worm you are, my fine fellow. I
should think this would be the finish for
you at Rookwood. Balliffs in, by gad!
A Rookwood fellow's people with the
bailifs in for the rent! Oh, gad!”

Townsend, leaving his three precious
comrades to hold Rawson, gathered up
the exercises which had cost Rawson 50
many hours of work, and jammed them
into the grate. He set a match to the
sheets, and they were soon flaring away.
Rawson's Greek grammar and Jimmy
Silver's big lexicon followed, and all the
other books that were on the table,

There was soon a roaring fire. Raw-
son, incapable of resistance, watched
the scene with dumb misery.

“Now you can let the cad go,” said
Townsend. * He can have the study to
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himself. I'm not goin’ to feed here with
that outsider. We'll lock him in and
leave him!”

“Good egg!”

As {t was pretty evident that Rawson
would begin to hit out as soon as he was
released, Smythe Jjerked off his victim’s
necktie, and coolly tied his hands to-
gether with it,

Then the nuts retreated from the
study, laughing loudly, leaving Rawson
to struggle to free his hands. Smythe
changed the key to the outside of the
lock.

‘““Ta-ta, dear boy!” he said. “Yowd
really better think twice about tryin’ to
bag Toppy's prize. I really think it
would be better for you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Adolphus locked the door on the
oixtside, and the nuyts departed in great

le

CHAPTER 41,
Jimmy Silver Takes a Hand!

IMMY SILVER & CO. came in from
the football ground as the dusk was
falling. Peace was restored among

the Fistical Four. The Co. had mag-
nanimously forgiven the incident of the
ink, especially as Jimmy had shown
himself at the top of his form at footer.

A sound of loud laughter in the junior

mmon-room drew the chums of the
Fourth in that direction.

“Hallo! What's the little joke?”
asked .hmmy sﬂver looking in.

ha!”

“Ba\hﬂs, by gad!”

“Nice for Rookwood'
to_be kicked out

“What on earﬁh’s up?” asked Lovell,
buzzled.

“Somethin’  rather Interestin’,”
drawled Adolphus Smythe. “There’s &
document on the wall here concernin® a
iriend of yours. Read, mazk learn, and
inwardly digest, dear boys.”

The Fistical Four, much perplexed,
made Lhﬂt wa$ through the crowd.
There were a dozen fellows present.

The cad ought
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Some of them looked disapproving, but
the majority were members of Adolphus

Smythe's sclect Set, and they were
laughing and jeering,

Jimmy Silver read the letter that was
pinned on the wall. He did not under-
stand at first, taking it for some joke
of the nuts.

It was not till he éame to the sign:
ture, “Eliza Rawson,” at the end, that
he realised that it was a genuine 1ett"r
from Rawson’s mother,

A blaze came into the eyes of the
captain of the Fourth as that under-
standing dawned upon him at last. He
turned round to the grinning nuts.

“Do you mean to say that youw've
taken a private letter of Rawson’s, and
made it public in this way?’
demanded angrily,

“We don't mean to say anythin'.”
yawned Adolphus.

Jimmy bxlver x‘eached up and un-
pmncd the letter.

that letter alone,” shouted
Hov ard of the Shell, starting forward.

Jimmy shoved him angrily back.

He strode out of the Common-room

with the letter in his hand, and none of
the nuts venturcd to make an attempt
to take it from him. Lovell & Co. fol-
lowed him.

Jimmy Silver went straight to Raw-
son’s study. He found the key on the
outside of the door, and unlocked it.

Rawson was seated there, his whole
look and attitude indicating the deepest
dejection. He had freed his hands, but
he had been unable to leave the studv
He looked up in gloomy silence as
Jimmy came in. It looked as if Raw-
son’s spirit had sunk at last under the
persecution.

“That letter yours?” asked Jimmy,

“Dui those cads take it from you?”

“I—Im sorry I read it,” said Jimmy.
#It Was pinned up in the Common-
room, and I didn't understar"i what it
was till I'd read it. I'm sorry.”

“It doesn't matter,” sﬂd Rawson
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heavily, “IL‘H be all over the school,
anyway,

"Excase me, things are mctly bad nL
home, it seems, according to th:
letter,”  said Jimmy hes:t’\tmﬂy.
“That's why you've bcen grinding so

A
hald for the exam?”
'son nodded.
d ma;e cads h:
e said my.
muck in the gmte" 3
“All my work,” said Rawson b
s, and some cf you
You left mem lere, you Lnow I
couldn't siop the'n ‘They were holding
me, five of them.”
Jimmy Silver's cyes glittered.
“They'll meke all that good,” he
“They wom’t. They seem to think
I've no right to center for the prize at
all, as Topham’s enlered,” said Raw-
son wearily, “I'm about fed up. I wish
T'qd never come to Rookwood.”
o “O;u, buck up, you know,”

e hoen ragaing
Wihat's all that

Bl

tierly.

said

Chcer-01”  sgald  Jimmy
“Kcop smiling. Youre fecling ruu
down {r too much s“oL\lng or you
like that. is gomv
to ke set right. They're going to replace
ihe books, “and they’re going Lo smart
for the ragging, and they're going to
Iearn nob to repeat it. There were five
of them, you say. Give
names.”

Jimmy Silver made a note of the
names.

me their
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I come,” said Rawson.
“'I‘hen follow your Uncle James!”
Jimmy Silver & Co. returned to the
Common-room.

o1

CHAPTER 43,
The Huts and the Nut-Crackers]

OWNSEND & Co. were in the
T Common-room, still chuckling
over that em.rcmely good joke of
pinning up Rawson’s letter for the
geaneral amuseraent.
Townsend & Co, were in high feather,
They felt that, after the ragging the
schelarship fellow had received, he
would think twice befarc going on with
his swotting for Toppy's prize. If he
Qidn’t, the dose could be repeated ad lib.
Anyway, the destruction ci his papers
was a set-back to him. everything
in the garden, so to speak, was lovely,
from the point of view of the nuts, till
Jimmy Silver & Co. came in. The looks
of the five juaiors hoded trouble, especl-
slly when Jimmy Silver closed the door
and locked it.
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“Smythe, ington, Townsend,
mpham, Pecle,” he said. “Geod!
We're going to interview them. Yeu
can leave it to us, Rawson. Now give
me a list of the books destroyed.”

Rawsen smiled faintly, and made cut
the list. Jimmy Silver put it in his
pocket.

““Come on, you chaps!” he sail

Wintl\cr bound, O king?”
COow
On '.h\, warpath, of course. If you
ol inclined for a scrap, Rawson, you
cen come, too. If you don't. vou can
leave it to us.”

d.
asked
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By FRANK RICHARDS.

«BAGGY TRIMBLE'S REFORM!”
By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

Make a note of the dcte they are
on sale:
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“We've got a hone to pick with you,”
said Jimmy. coming to the point directly.
“Yowve been ragging Rawson, five to

one—

“No business of yours,” said Morn-
ngton.

“I'm making it my business,” said
Jimmy calmly. “As captain of the
Fowrth, and as your kind Uncle James,
1 cannot allow such proceedings.”

“Oh, cheese it1” said Smythe.

“Yowve ragged Rawson, five to one,
Now we're going to rag you, one to one,”
sald Jimmy Silver. “The rest of the
fellows will see fair play.” =

“Faith, and we will!” grinned Flynn,
“Ppile in, ye cripples!”

And the avengers piled In without
further delay. Jimmy Silver opened
‘the ball by rushing upon Adolphus
Smythe, who dodged wildly round the
table, amid yells .of laughter. Hooker
obligingly put out his toe for Adolphus,
and the dandy of the Shell stumbled
over it and sprawled. The next moment
he was in the grasp of Jimmy Silver,
and his head was in chancery.

Tovell collared Topham, much to
Topham’s dismay, .and they rocked
about in & tight embrace, Tonham get-
ting most of the punishment. Reby
dealt with Townsend, declining to listen
to his frantic_statements that he had
had enough. Newcome cornered Morn-
ington, who put up a savage fight, but
was scon knocked into a cocked hat by
the warlike Newcome. Rawson ad-
vanced upcn Peele, who backed away
till the wall prevented him from back-
ing further, and then put up his hands.

The junior Common-room at Rook-
wood had often witnessed wild and
whirling scenes. But five fights in pro-
gress at once was rather a novelty. »

A crowd of fellows looked on, laugh-
ing, and cheering the combatants-|
Patrick O’Donovan Flynn, in his en-
thusiasm, urged Howard and Tracy to,
go _to 1 rescue of their nutty com-
Tades, progising to deal with both of
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them himself if they did. But they
didn’t, Selwyn and Chesney likewise re-

fused pressing invitations from Dick
Oswald. Smythe & Co. had no help to
expect from their select iriends of the
Giddy Goats Society.

It was a twild rough-and-tumble fight,
distinguished mainly by wild yells from
the nuts and their frantic endeavours
to get away.

Adolphus Smythe flung himself at last
on the floor, and refused to rise for any
consideration whatever. His comrades
speedily followed his example, with the
exception of Morning*on. But Morning-
ton was down, with Newcorne sitting on
his chest. Mornington scratched and
kicked, proceedings which ewcome
promptly punished by banging his
noble head on the floor, to an accom-
paniment of terrific yells from his lord«

i \

1D,

«1 give you best!” shricked Adolphus.
“Lemme alone! Yarooch!”

“Well, they look rather licked,” said
Jimmy Silver, surveying the field of
battle. *“But this isn't only a licking.
It’s a ragging! They've got to have &
lesson about going for a chap five to
one, and burning his bcoks and papers.”

“Yow! Ow! Help!” howled Peele.

“Oh, by gad! Wow!”

“Raby, scrape some soot out of the
chimney, will you?”

“What-ho!”

“Lovell,
the room.

“You bet!”

“Newcome, I want all the ashes you
can find in the grate.”

“To hear is to obey!” grinned New~
come.

Up jumped the five nuts, making a
frantic rush for the door. But Jimmy
Silver and Rawson were in the way,
with thelr fists up. They hit out right
and left, and the unfortunate nuts re-
treated, yelling.

“You've got_to have your medicine,”
said Jiminy Silver coolly. “You're not
going to try your dodge of mucking up
Rawson’s chance for the prize again.
You're going to have something youwll
remember.”

, get all the ink there s in



!‘Oh, by gad! Ow!"”
Floor the rotters, and shove their
h_elads over the fender!” said Jimmy
\ Ver.,

“Ha, ha, hat”
Promptly Smythe & Co, were collared
and yanked to the fender, resisting furl-
" Gusly. But their resistance did not
¢ aveil them. They were held down
forcibly, with their heads in the fender,
~ and over their heads were duly swamped
the soot, the ink, and the ashes. Jimmy
© Silver stirred that dreadful mixture
well in with the shovel, raising a few
‘bumps on the unfortunate heads in the
process. But that could not be helped.
The wriggling, howling nuts werc re-
:ased at last, looking decidedly the
orse for wear.
Yells of laughter greeted them on all
sides as they scrambled up, as black as
- Kentucky Minstrels, and gasping for
breath.
“Oh, you rotters!” groaned Adol-

2 AP

phus. “You've spoiled my clothes!
Ow, ow! Yow!”
“TIl go to the Head about this!”

yelled Mornington.
" “Do. And tell him how you ragged
Rawson’s study,” said Jimmy Silver

coolly. “You caw't afford to sneak,
dear boy.” 5
“Hang you!”
“There's the list of books you

destroyed, Smythe.

“Hang you!” hissed Smythe.

“Every book on that list has got to be
replaced,” said Jimmy Silver. ““We give
you until nine o’clock to bring them to
the end study. If theyTe not brought
by that time we’ll come round and visit
you, and what you've had now will be
a joke to what yowll get then. Now
you can clear off, you dirty cads!
Kick ’em out!”

“yarogooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The five unhappy nuts were kicked
out of the Common-room, and they fled.

“I  fancy,” A Jimmy Silver
thoughtfully, “that you wan’t be ragged
any more after this, Rawson.”
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Rawson laughed.

“1 fancy not,” he agreed.

Promptly at nine o'clock Adolphus
Smythe, with suppressed fury in his
sullen face, appeared in the end study
with a bundle of books. The nuts had
made up the list to the last item, lest
worse should befall them,

“Thanks awfully, Smythey!” said
Jimmy Silver amiably. “That’s really
nice of you. You're really a most oblig-
ing chap, Smythey.”

Adolphus did not reply; his feelings
were too deep. He stalked away down
the passage without a word, leaving the
Fistical Four smiling.

CHAPTER 45
Jimmy's Sacrifica!
L QU chaps have got a 1ot of sense.”

Y Thus Jimmy Silver the next

day after lessons.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome ought
to have looked flattered and pleased at
this unexpected tribute from their -
Jeader, instead of which they looked
surprised. And Lovell remarked: -

“What are you driving at, fathead?”

“You've got a lot of sense,” repeated
Jimmy Silver, with conviction. Lk
admit that a fellow wouldn't’think so
to look at you—"

“Why, you cheeky ass!”

“Bug there it is, 21l the same. You've
got & lot of sense, and your Uncle Jimmy
gives in. - I'm not going to swot to-day.
TLet’s get down to the footer.”

«“Well, that’s sensible,” said Lovell,
«you might have said that yesterday
afternoon, instead of swamping your oid
pals with nk.”

_ayesterday afternoon isn't this after-
noon,” sald Jimmy Silver oracularly,
«“rPempora mutantur—"

«“Oh, don't! We get enough of that
in elass.”

“Times change,” said Jimmy Silver:
“My idea is that I ought to go in for
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some really hard training the next few
days, and get into ripping form, ready
St. Jim's match. What do you

Tistical Four went down to
football.

Rawson went to his study to swot,
without fear now of interruption from
the nuts of Rookwood. Smythe and
Townsend & Co. had learned their
lesson.

Jimmny Silver was In great spirits on
Liitle Side and in great form, and his
chums were delighted.

e next day, out of lessons hours,
agnin Jimmy Silver scemed to think of
nothinz but football It was the same
on S\"\u‘da)

On Monday, Lovell & Co. expected to
soe Jimmy Silver really wiring into the
Gireek. Alter tea, they decided to go for
a wallk, and leave him the study to him-
gelf,

Jimmy Sllver rose at once.

“Youw're not coming, are you?” asied
Lovell

“Why not?"”

“Ain't you going to swot?”

“No fear!”

“Now, look here, Jimmy Silver, '»ou'u
have to work if you're going to bag tha!

prize for this study,” said Lme\l
warmly.
“I'm gom-' to take your advice,
Lovell —'

“My advice is to swot.”

“I mean vour last week’s advice.
coming out.”

“Leook here,

I'm

you slacker—"

“Don’ bs unreasonablel” ugged
Jimmy Silver, “Last Wednesday you
called me a slacker for sticking indoors
h the Greek.”
ooyYell, there’s a limit.” said Lovell.

We've wrranged to stand g big dorml-
tory feed®out of that ):\nze

o T'm \vm,mg for you,”
St politely _

said Jimmy

THE FISTICAL FOUR!

“Brr-r-r!” sald Lovell
On Tuesday football reigned supreme
in Jinuny Silver's thoughts. Ho de-
ed to swot for any consideration
whatever. |

The Co. had been des
at first, with Jimmy
falling In with their views. But thoy
were gelting uneasy now. Al this rate,
Jimmy Silver certainly would never bag
the twenty guineas. It was closc on the
exam, and Le never touched a ck.
book if he could help it. Therc was, a8
Lovell said, a limit—the end study had
counted on those guiness.

But Jimmy Sllver was obffinate.

Foctball was the order of the day.
And on Wednesday there was a match
to be played with Bagshot, and Jimmny
could not ke sparcd from the cleven. It
was the last chance of swolting, and it
was gone. Jimmy was at the top of his
form as a footballer, and he heiped to
beat Bagshol by a handsome margin.

ut the Co. couldn’t help thinking abou»
the morrew’s examination,

“Blessed If it doesn’t look &s if you
want to lose the blessed thing, Jimmy!"
Lovell said peevishly, in the study that
cvening.

Jimmy Sitver smiled.

“After all, it would be rather a good
thing for poor old Rawson to get it,”
said Lovell Lhoumt!ullj. ** According to
that letter that was stuck up in the
Common-room, lus people are badly
wanting the cash.”

“Yes, thal’s so,” said Jimmy. “I
shall take that as a consolation if I get
licked in the exam.”

A Looks to me as if you will get licked,
way,” said Raby. “You're the only
it \p who could Leat Rawson, and yow'rc
chucking it up, the way you're
on.”

Arihur Edward Lovell gave a sudden
start, as a new idea came into his mind.
He fixed his eyes on Jimmy Silver.

“You frabjous ass!" he said deliber-
ately.

idedly pleased,
er’s_amiable
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“Hallo! What’s biting you now?"” de-
manded Jimmy.

“You silly duffer!”

‘“What the dickens—-"

“Br-rrr!” said Lovell

And the subject dropped.

‘The next day came the famous exam.
The candidates went into the library in
the morning, whilc the rest of the school
was at lessons. The papers were set
for them there, Jimmy ®&ilver, Tom

Rawson, Topham, Howard, Tracy,
Flynn, Oswald, and cne or two niore
competing.

Morning lessons were over before the
exam finished, Lovell & Co. waited for
their leader to come out. Jimmy Silver
was released et last, and he joined his
chums, smiling.

“Well, how has it gone?” asked Raby.

“Better ask Bootles,” smiled Jimmy
Silver. “He’s got che papers. Result
announced on Friday.

“Do you think you've had any luck,
fathead?”

*You never can. tell, you know:
gec out.”

“ A good many fellows walted anxiously
for the announcement that was to be
made on Friday. A list was to be posted
on the board, the'names going accord-

g to the number of marks; and the
fellow who headed the list, of course,
bagged the twenty guineas.

After lessons on Friday quite an army
gathered to see Mr. Bootles pin up the
list on the board. The Form-master
came out of his study, apparently
oblivious to the eagerness round him.
The paper went up, and all cyes were
glued on it.

‘Then there was a shotit :

“Rawson!”

“Tom Rawson!”

“Rawson’s top!”

“By gad!”

“Oswald second,” said Lovell. “Flynn
next—Topham—why, you're right at the
bottom of the list, Jimmy!”

“By Jove, am I?” said Jimmy.

“Yes, you ass!”

Let's
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“Booby prize for Silver,” grinne
'rownsend and there was a laug%r =

“T sed at your failure,
Silver,” 5aid Mr. Bootiés, 1 his solemes
way. *You have somewhat disappointed
me by taking so very few marks. I fear,
Silver, that you have neglected your
studics for—ahem |—football of late.”

“1 fear so, sir,” said Jimmy meekly:

“Rawson! Where's Rawson?” -

“Rawson! You've got it, Rawson!” _

‘Tom Rawson, his heart beating hard,
between hope and fear, was Z
back behind the crowd, his face pale
and worn. But the shouts which an«
nounced his success brightened him up .
wonderfully. Jimmy Silver dragged
forward.

“‘Feast your eyes on it, Rawson|”

“I congratulate you, Rawson!” said
Mr. Bootles. * Your paper wa&—er—— i
excelient—excellent

“Thank you, sir," faltered Rawson.
His heart was almost too full for words.

“Three cheers for Rawsonl” shouted
Jimmy Silver.

And the Rookwood juniors gavc t-hem
with & will,

» . L] L] L
That day Rawson of the Fourth wrote
cheering news to his home. In the end

study, the Co. took Jimmy Silver

severely to task.
“T did my best,” sald Jimmy; “I did,
‘But, you see, I've hardly looked
at Greek for & week, and so my best
wasn't very good. There you arel”
«Yes, there you_are, you fathead,”
*And I know now why you

dummy.
and a frabjous dummy, and a burblmg
Jabberwock, and—and a brick
Jimmy Silver grinned. The *Co.
understood at last; but Rawsen never
ad the least suspicion of Jimmy
Silver’s sacrifice.

THE END,
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CANNY CANINES

way of finding her master, whatever
pari of London he may happen to be in,

The Fire-Fighting Doz !
In.gume same ran:; with Lady for

“ EFAHE little beggar can do every-
thing but talk!” How many
dog-owners haven't said some-

thing like that when their pet has
pulled off a clever new trick—or maybe
just sat looking up at his lord ard
master, head on one side, tail thumping
the floor, and that perky, knowing look
in his eye?

We're all convinced, of course, that
there are mighty few dogs in the
world who can give ours any points
when it comes to intelligence, quickness
on the uptake and canine “hoss-sense”
generally. It's only when we see one
of those amazing dog turns at a circus
or variety show that we realise how
much a dog can be taught by a
&pecial'st at the job.

Some people have the gift of being
able to win an animal’s trust and
iriendship on sight; with them, it
seems, a dog can be trained literally to
do everything—including talk!

Dog Plays the Piano!
As an example of four-legged
Slgac‘w, what could beat Lady, the fox-
T \”11.}1 half a dozen feature roles
£ The
b of mc‘:s which Professor Malkaroff,
her owner, has taught her would 1l
this page. She can play the piano,
though never without the music in
front of her; this she turns over with
her mouih. Waltzing on her hind legs
is child’s play to Lady, and she makes
no fuss about fetching a handkerchiel
or a box of matches from any part of
the house.

She can even talk in a peculiar series
of gruff rumblings of her own, sing a
note in perfect tone with one struck
on the piano, and cough, sneeze and

o order. Perhaps her best
. however. is her uncannv

sence is_Jack, a
three-year-old Dalmam of New York.
Jack’s speciality is fighting. In
fact, he's so smart af it that he’s been
made a member of the city’s Uniform
Firemen’s Association, with the rank of
“able fire-fighter.” “e’s no leoker-on,
either, when his pals are called ouf
the job is keeping him out of danger,
for he's always among the first into the
burning buildings, He'can drag a hose
and climb a laddel ; knows the different
alarm signals, aud fetches the firemen’s
meals for them when. they are busy

Witnout an atom of fear under his
tough hide, Jack hag risked his life
many times among ilamecs, smoke and
crashing walls.

For the Sake of a Pal,

Stories of human lives being saved
through the loyaily and intelligence. of
dogs are many. Here is one to show
that a dog will make just as great an
cffort to save a fourdegged pal

Karl, a German sheepgog, and Angus,
an Airedale, were racing across the
strect one night when a car, after

wly missing Karl, Tan over Angus,
crushing his hind legs. The motorist
drove on.

Howling with pain, the A)reaale lay
in the middle of the street.
turned back, seized his companion by
the neck and dragged him to a pile of
leaves by the kerb. Then he tore off
and brought a policeman to the ‘spot
by barking and tugging at his trousers.
But the pcliceman, seeing at once that
Angus could not recover, mercifully
shot him.

Karl had to be held back while the
body was carried aw
seen of the shoepdog Vi
animal waiting cn the street corner for
would never return.

8



HERE'S ANOTHER GREAT YARN TO READ!
Starring the Chums of Greyfriars

ASK
FOR
THIS
- ™PLENDID
OMPANION
IMBER
-DAY!

D

| :
SCHOOLBOYS OWN

LIBRARY No 261 (}

Rebel, outsider, and the worst boy in the school, the down
= fall of Hirry Wharton, once the popular leader of the Remove
- Form, is as dramatic as it is complete. You'll vote this the
©  pest story of Greyfriars you have ever read. Ask for it
to-day—it's much too good to miss.

On Sale Now - - = 7% Price 4d.



MAKE SURE OF THIS
MONTH’S ISSUES OF THE

BOYS’' FRIEND
LIBRARY

No. 513. LESSINGER'S LAPSE!
Superlative erodicuenusScotland, Yt
storyy e al spell-binder,
enjo
- RICARD. BsSEX

rifloy ik THE THRROEMENT )

bt maginative romance of tie future;
“home euranrd. nehts Back
e swarming Krobuw, e Juscc Men
RED ED

By

No. 515. THE STUNT CLUB!
Nelson Lee & Nipper in buick detec
fs6 otk ithe. cadl of - British

sport
By WALTER EDWARDS /

No. §16. THE COWBOY ON WHEELS!
i appealing ! The
of Horatio  Hay:
ce-course. Cowbey. —

g NOW ON SALE
Price 4d. per Volume

o,

By S, HA?

p .
AND DON’T MISS TH 1 -
FINE NUMBERS OF

WETERROR or|
THUNDER ca:°:'|<- : SEXIIOBNRAE';N

No. 513, The Gase of THE MURDERED
WEDDING GUEST.

A Ssensatianal_novel cf an
eriminal _cons

By wnmlu\ T kpiNg.

of THE GREEK EXILE.
mazing, nirative of sinister plot-
ting and brillant edction.
By GILBERT CHESTER,

dstoundjng
]

8 No. 515. THE TERROR OF THUNDER CREEK.
A powerful_story of exciting detecth

SEXIeN o ' adventure in Canada.

BIAKY ¥ ¢ By STANTON HOPE.

i THE CRIME OF THE QU.

An_absorbing drama of Dafing -

tery and thri
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